50 8 REST | 


2 7. 


8 a. V2 
on „„ ES i 2% 


_ —_— N 


— 


. 


ts 


8 


aint! 


AL | 


5 5 54 8 


— 
- 
- 
— 
- 
- 
— 
_ 
_—_— 
— 
- 
— - 
— 
- 
— 
- 
— 


AN D 


— 1177777111111 


+ 5 — — n 0 . — ” * - - —_— OY 5 
* A - p 
, 1 
. 
* 
* * 
* . - 


AND 


= 
Q 
N 
— 
oy 
— 


| ID — 8 f 3 =_ 


„ * lh 


a — 
__— — — 7 LIKE 
Ly 


By Mr. WILLIAM SHAKESPEAR- 


1 
— m 
— = 
* 


us 
» LOS ys 


+. = 


* % + 
10 füge 


— 


— / 
1+ 
£5 
— 
7 
* 
- by > 
_ „ 7 „ 
: ; £54 * 
: 7 
aq 
. - 
bl k 
wh a 8 | as. 
—_— "0 ** * * 


LONDON: 


Frinted for J. Toxsox, and the reſt of the 
PROPRIETORS; and ſold by the Bookſellers 
of London and Weſtminſter, 


» 


"" MDCC xxxiv. 


40 Houſholds, both alike in Dignity, 

In fair Verona, (where we lay our Scene) 
From ancient grudge break to new mutiny, 

Where civil blaad makes civil hands unclean, 
rm forth the fatal leins of theſe two foes, 
A pair of ftar-croſs'd lovers take their life 
Whoſe miſ-adventur'd pitious overthrows, © 

Do, with their death, bury their parents friſe. 
The fearful paſſage of their death-marł d love, 
And the continuance of their parents rage, 


Is now the two hours traffick of our ſtage. 
Ihe which if you With patient cars attend, 
hat here ſhall miſs, our coil ſball firiue 30 . 


PROLOGUE 


hich but their childrens end nought could remove, 


 Dramatis 


Dramatis Perſons, \ 


ESCA LU S, Prince of Verona. | 
Paris, a young Nobleman in love with Juliet, and 10 
man 40 the Prince. 

Mountague, 5 Two Lords of antient allles Enemies 

Capulet each other. 2 

Romeo, Son to Mountague. 

Mercutio, Kinſman to the Prince. and friend to Romes 

Benvolio, Kinſman and friend to Romeo, 

Tibalt, Kinſman to Capulet. 4 

Friar Lawrence. 

Friar John. 

Balthaſar, Servant to Romeo. 

Page to Paris, 

ov 8 Servants to et 
Abram, Servant to Mountague. 

Apothecary, 


Lady Mountague, Wife to ning: 

Lady Capuler, Wife to Capulet. 

Juliet, Daughter to Capulet, in love with Romeo. 
N urſe to Juliet. 


Citizens of Verona, ſeveral men and women 
relations to Capulet, Maskers, guard: 
- and other attendants. 


The SCEN E, in * VANE of the ff 
act, is in Mantua; during all the reſt of 
the Play, in and near Verona. 


The Plot taken from exhalian Novel of Benda 


2 £ 
—4 


RO MEO and JULIET. 
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ACTI. SCENE I. 


The Street in Verona. 


Eater Sampſon and Gregory, with ſwords and 
backlers, two ſervants of the Capulets. 


SAMPSON, 
REGORY, on my word we'll not carry 
coals. | Rf. £ 
Greg. No, for then we ſhould be colliers, 
Sam. 1 ſtrike quickly, being mov'd, - 
Greg. But thou art not quickly moy'd 
SES to ſtrike. | 
Sam, A dog of the bouſe of Mountague moves me. 
Greg, To move, is to ſtir: and to be valiant, is to 
ſtand: therefore, if thou art mov'd, thou runn'ſt away; 
Sam. A dog of that houſe ſhall move me to ſtand: I 
will take the wall of any man or maid of Mountague's. 
Greg. That ſhews thee a weak ſlave, for the weakeſt 
goes to the wall. % | 
Sam, True, and therefore women, being the weak- 
eſt veſſels, are ever thruſt to the wall: therefore, I 
will puſh Mountague's men from the wall, and thruſt 


N 


tis maids to the wall. 


A 3 Greg. 


's ROMEO and IL 
Greg. The quarrel is between our maſtery, ind u 
their men, 
gam. Tie all one, I will ſhew my ſelf a 
hen 1 have fought with the men, 1 will be as oi 
with the maids, and cut off their heads. * 
Greg. The h-ads ol, themes, ? h "= 0 
Sam. Ay, the heads of the maids, or thei rm 
heads, he | it in whar ſenſe thow wilr, * We 
Greg. They muſt take it in ſenſe that feel ir, 
Sam. Me they ſhall feel while 1 am able to Rand, 
and 'tis known I am a pictty piece of fleſh, 
Greg. 'Tis well thou art not filh: if thou hath, 
thou badſt been Poor John, Draw thy too), dae 
,comes of the houſe of the Austagueg. 
Enter Abram and Balthaſar,” * 
| 2 My naked wespon it out; quarrel, 1illbac 
e 
Greg, How : turn tby back and run? 
Sam. Fear me not. | 
Greg. No, marry : 1 fear thee, 
Sam. Let us take the law of our ſides: let 1 bei, 
Greg. I will frown as 1 hy, and let them take 
jt as they liſt. 
sam. avs as they dare. I will be my thumb ut 
them, which is a diſgrace to them, if they bear it. 
Abr. Do you bite your thumb at us, Sir) 
Sam, I do bite my thumb, Sir. 
Abr. Do ou bite your thumb at us; Sir! 
Sam. Is the law on our fide, if 1 fay ay?” 
Greg. No. 
sam. No, Sir, 1 do not bite my thumb at bh 
Sit : but I bite my thumb, Sit. 
Greg. Do you quarrel, Sit) | 
Abr. Quarrel, Sir! no, Sir. 
Som. If you do, v1 n neuer, 
a man as you. | 
Abr. No better? 
Sam. Well, Sir . 


io 


Enter 'Benvolio. | 
Greg. Say better: here comes r my e. 
kinſmen, 


Rax no n. 


| $aw, Ves, hetiet, Sit. 
Abr. You lie. 
Sam. Draw, if au wi man. . artery. meer 
thy (waſhing blow. They fight. 
ben. Part, ele put * *. Helen you know 
not what you 


Lib. wn art thou ng Pays rawn Wonen theſe __ 
inds 
Turn thee, Benvalie, look upon thy denk, 
en. 7 but keep the _ PP; up t hy wand, 
Or manage it to part theſe meg with m 


Bog e Thi N 
Have at thee, cowa [ Fights, 
e. vb n e en them 
Pr e e 


La, Cap. A emeb. a cruich : Why call you f 2 


„57 
. A ward, 1 CV. vis. My ge is come, 
Ang Rouriſhes. his hlade in (pi me, 
Enter old Mountague (Pig) lady M Mount 
Moun. Thou * — Ho me not, 
let me 
La. Menn, Thau ſhalt nat ſtir a foot to ſeek a foe. 
3 a 7 50 FC attendants. . : 
rin, Rehelliqus ſybj AW to peace, 
W 115 neighbour: feel ——— 
Vill they not hgar ? what 
That quench the firg of your . 2erpigious rage, 
With purple fountainy- i png rom your veins :* 
On pain of torture. from theſe bloody hands 
Throw your miſ-remper d yea ons to the . 
And hear the ſentence af your ef! prince. . 
Three civil broils, bred of an a air 225 1 
By thee, old Capuler, ne Mountagne, | 
A+ ; 


— 


Cap. Wat noiſe is this? give me my lon png 2 


71 Rep, you beaſts, | 


Hare 


iP ' Romeo and JU. rr! 


Have thrice diſturb'd the quiet of our ſtreets, 
And made Verona's antient citizens 
Caſt by theit grave beſeeming ornaments ; * 
If ever you diſturb our ſtreets again, 
Your lives ſhall. pay the forfeit ot the peace, 
For this time all the reſt depart away, * 
You, Capulet, ſhall, go along with me; 
And, Mountague, come you this afternoon, 
To know our further pleaſure in this caſe, _ 
To old Free-town, our common judgment place: 
Once more, on pain of death, all men depart. 

| ¶Exeunt Prince and Capulet, Oc. 


*'SCENE II. 


1 9 


La. Moun, Who ſet this antient quarrel new abroach } 
Speak, nephew, were you by when it began? 

Ben. Here were the ſeryants of your adverſary, 
And yours, cloſe fighting, ere I did approach 
I drew to part them: In the inſtant came | 
The fiery Tibalt, with his ſword prepar'd , 

Which as he breath'd defiance to my ears, 

He ſwung about his head, and cut the winds, _ 
While we were interchanging thruſts and blows, 
Came more and more, and fought on part and part, 
Till the Prince came. 4 oh 
La. Moun. O where is Romeo? 

Right glad am I, he was not at this fray, 

Ben. Madam, an hour before the worſhipp'dſun 
Peep'd through the golden window of the Eaſt, 
A troubled mind drew me from company, 
Where underneath the grove of ſycamour, 
That weſtward rooteth from this city ſide, 

So early walking did I ſee your fon. _ 


— 


— — 


* beſeeming ornaments, . 
To wield old partizans, in hands as old,. 
Cankred with peace, to part your cankred hate; 

| If ever you Oc. : | 9 
> | Tow'rds 


—— — — — 


Roux and JULI Ex. 9.. 


Tow'rds him 1 made, but he was*ware of me, 
And ftole into the covert of the wood. 
I meaſuring his affections by my own, 
That moſt are buſied when they're left alone, 
Purſued my humour, not purſuing his; 
And gladly ſhun'd, who gladly fled from me. 
Moun, Many a morning hath he there been ſeem 
With tears augmenting the freſh morning dew ; 
But all fo ſoon as the all-chearing ſun 
Should, in the fartheſt eaſt, begin to draw 
The ſhady curtains. from Aurora's bed; | 
Away from light ſteals home my heavy ſon, 
And private in his chamber pens himſelf ; 
Shuts up his windows, locks fair» day- light out, 
And makes himſelf an artificial night. 
Hack and portentous muſt this humour prove, 
Uoleſs good counſel may the cauſe remove. 
Ben. My noble uncle, do you know the cauſe > 
Moun. I neither know it, nor can learn it of him. 
Ben. Have you importun'd him by any means ? 
Moun, Both by my ſelf and many other friends; 
Zut he, his own affection's counſellor, | 
Is to himſelf [IT will not ſay how true): 
Zit to himſelf ſo ſecret and fo cloſe, 
So far from ſounding and diſcovery ; 
as is the bud bit with an envious wormz. 
Ere he can ſpread his ſweet leaves to the air, 
Or dedicate bis beauty to the ſun. 
Could we but learn from whence his ſorrows grow, 
We would as willingly give cure, as know.“ 
Enter Romeo, ; 
Fen, See where he comes + ſo pleaſe you ſtep aſide;. 
I'll know his grievance, or be much deny'd, 
Moun, I would thou wert ſs happy by thy ftay, 
To hear true ſhrift, Come, madam, let's away, Exe. 
Een, Good morrow, couſin, AR. 
Rem. Is the day ſo young: e 5 
Ben But now ſtruck nine. 
Fom. Ah me, ſad hours ſeem long g 
Was that my father that went hence ſo faſt? 
, A. 5, | 


. 


en. 


- =» 
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189 Rom % Jun 


Ben, It was: what ſadneſs tens Noms howrs? 
Rom, Not baving chat, whichhavi makes them ſhort, 
Ben. In love? pd | 
Rom Out.... ? 41. % «  & 8 15 2 
Ben, Of love? kt 
kim. Ont of her 60e Helter] 4m jm love; 
Een. Alas, that love ſo gentle in his view, © 
Should be ſo tyrannous und rough in proof 1 
Rom; Alas, that love, whoſe view is — 4 
Should without eyes ſee patheways to his Will! © 
e ſhall we dine? on nerd wes tha 
here 
vet tell me not, for I have heard it all. 
Here's much to do with hate, but more with love: 
Why then, O brawling love O Joving WOT” 
Oh any thing of menen firſt create! | 


O heavy lightneſs ! ferrous vanity? | 
"_'Miſ-thapmn- chaes of well ſeeming forms! 


Feather of lead, bright ſmeke, cold fire, Gek bal 


Stilbwaking fleep, that is not what it is ! 
This love feel I, chat feel no love in this,” 


Doſt thou not ? 

Ben, No, coz, Leather weep, - 

Rom. G>0d heart, at What? Pa 

Ben. At thy good heart's oppreſſion,” 

Rom, Griefs-of mine own lie heavy in my breaſt | 
W hich thou wilt propagate to have them preſt 
With more of thine ; this love that thou haſt ſhewn 
Poth add more grief to too -muth-of mine own. 
Love is a ſmoke rais'd with the ume of lighs, 
Being purg'd, a fire ſparkling in lovers eyes, 
Being yex'd, 42 fee-nourilh'd wWirh levers tears 5 
What is it 40 A wore moeſtdifcveer, 
A king gall, and a erving\ſwoet: 12 | 
Farewel, my oo Bt I 

Ben. Soft, I'll go along. pd ay fl. ae 
And if you leave me ſo, you do me & 

Rom. "duc I have loſt my 'telf; I am ne ay; 
1 h's is not Roms, bels We ot hor where, 


Sex, Tell me in ſadueſe, e 


* 


Roan gd. Joys Tr 1 
- Bom, What, ſhall. I groan, and tell thee 2 
Ben, 1 why po. bt ſadiy gell me, who. 
Rom. Bid a ſick = in ſadneſs wt his will— 
O word, ill urgd to. one that js ſo ill 
In ſadneſs, couſin, I do love a woman. 
Ben. 1824 lo; 012 when | ſuppos'd 195 lov'd. 
Rom. A,zigh ny Ng and ſhe's | air 1 love. 
Ben. A right 42 51 4 * ef Ap * is 1 ſt hit. 
' Roms, But in that hit y 1 855 e' ll not be hit 
With Cupid's arrgW.z 10 ha 1 op wit : 
And in ong, proof. of chaſtity well aym'd, 
From loye's weak childiſh bo ſhe lives unharm'd. | 
She will not Ray the ſiege of loving terms, 
Nor gde th" J 4s ee of aflaji g ey . 
Nor ope her Jap 49 HRintzſed FR gad. 
Q ſhe is rich in 12A z only poor 
That when ſhe dies, With Kam dies er ſtore. 
Ben. Then ſhe hath rang, that >The 01 Nil liye chaſte ? 
Ran. She hath, and in that ſparing makes huge waſte. 
For beauty ſtary'd wich everity, | 
Cuts beauty off from. all poſterity, _ 
She is too fair, too wiſe : wilely too fair, 
To merit Wiſe by hey peer pe eſpair ; ] 
She hath — — to love, and in that vow . 
Do I live dead, - that live it now. 
Ben. Be rul'd by. me, org et to think of her. 
Rom. O teach me how T ſhould ld forg et to chigk.. 


Ben. By giying liberty unte thine ef65 : : 5 
Examige &f heauties. 

Rom. Tis the way L240 
To call hers (gn 1 gu:ſion n „ 
Thoſe 10 , ark Go Ps ** ] 9 7 "YE wth 
* black, pyt us ip mid they eur >: 

He that is ſtruck en blind cannot 22 * * 

The: precious t treaſure of his e he lo 1 „ 2 
Shew me a miſfre(s that is — — air ; oh 


What doth. her beauty ſerve but 3 as a NAIR»: | 8 \ 


Where] ae who PP Agr —— taic * 2 
Fa ewel, thou canſt —— 


e- pay de 


SCENE 


1 0 70 die in debe xe. 


12 Ro ME O and JULI re. 
9} {it lie 169d : Bond FIG 38 314916] 
BNE II, om 159 24 by 
Euter Capulet, Paris, and ſervant,” 0" (+ 


» — - > * 


„„ MM 4. wed 


8 n A $7 
Cap. And Mountague is bound as well a I, 

In penalty alike ; and "dis not hard 516 nh nn » 

For men ſo old as we to keep the peace. 
Par. Of honourable reck'ning are you both, 

And pity 'tis you liv'd at odds fo long 

But now, my lord, what ſay you to my ſut?: 
Cap. But laying oer what I have ſaid before: 

My child is-yet a ſtranger in the world, In»: 

She hath not ſeen the change of fourteen years x 

Let two more fummers wither in their pride, 

Ere we may think her ripe to be a bride 
Par. Younger than ſhe are happy motkers made. 
Cap. And too ſoon marr'd are thoſe ſo early made: 

The earth hath ſwallowed all my hopes but mme.“ 

But woo her, gentle Paris, get her heart, 

My will to her confent is but a part; 

If ſhe agree, within her ſcope of choice 

Lies my conſent, and fair according voices! 

This night, I hold an old accuſtom'd feaſ. 

Whereto l have invited many a gueſt, TY 

Such as I love, and*you among the ſtore, | 

One more (moſt welcome!) makes my number more, 

At my poor houſe, look to behold: this night,” 

Earth-treading ſtars that make dark heaven light, 

Such comtort as do luſty young men feel, 

When well-apparell'd April on the heel 

Of limping winter treads, even ſuch delight 

Among freſh female-buds ſhall you this night 


& 


— 


* — but ſhe, 8 * S* 
She is the hopeful lady of my eart nnn 
this line not in the firſt edition. 
den 1 denen nee 


4 Inherit 


#; 
"i 


a”. 4 - of 
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jaberit at my houfe; hear all, all ſee, | 

and like her moſt, whoſe merit moft ſhall be: 

Which on more viewof many, mine being one, 17 

May ſtand ia number, though in reck ning none. 

Come go with me. Go, firrah, trudge about, 

Through fair Verona, find thoſe perſons out 

Whoſe names are written there, ahd to them ſay, 

My houſe and welcome on their pleaſure ſtag. 

off Ny” . [Exeunt Cap, and Par; 

Ser. Find them out whaſe names are written here? It / 

is written, that the -ſhaoe-maker ſhould meddle with 


his yard, and the tailor with bis laſt, and the fiſher with 


his pencil, and .the-piinter with his nets. But I am 
ſent to find thoſe}, perſons Wboſe names are here 
writ, and can never find what names the writing per- 
ſen bath here writ. I muſt to the learned ———in 
gocd time. n Tae » 1 
Enter Benvolio and Romeo. | ; 
Ben. Tut man, one fire burns out another's burning, 
One pain is leſſen'd by another's anguiſh , 
Turn giddy and be help'd by backward turning, 
One deſperate grief cure with another's lan 
Take thou ſome new ĩaſection to the eye, | 
And the rank poiſon of the old will die. 
Rem. Your plantan leaf is excellent for that. \, 
Ben, For what I pray thee ? 
Rom. For your broken ſhin. 
Ben. Why, Romeo, art thou mad? 6 
Rom. Not mad, but bound more than a mad man is: 
Shut up in priſon, kept without my food, 
Whipt and. tormented z and Good. een, good fellow. 


. * 
ſh.z 
A 


[To the Servant. 


Ser. God gi good-e'en : I pray, Sir, can you read? 

Rom. Ay, mine own fortune in my miſery, 

or Perhaps yow have learn'd it without Looks but, 
ray, 1 

en read any thing you fee } 

Rom. Ay, if I know the letters and the language. 

Ser. Ye ſay honeſtly; reſt you merry. + © 

Row, Stay fellow, I can read, 


— — 


| Net ſetf p. is' wich her ſelf in either eye: 


Tour lady's ove againſt ſome other maid” 


"But 0 N 
'Y T 2. 5 * UP Mu EY 131 han serwi 


M4 Ron erd'f vizrer/ 
[ Heraads the letter.] 

Ignior Martino, and hit wife ant ae, Count 

Anſelm and his beauterus ſiſters lady widoy 


of Vitruyio ; $ © ar 9—— 42 n 5 ly neres, 9 
cutio and his brot har Valentine ; mine ume Capulct, bi 


ls and We OT! my fair neice Rolaliae Hel 


#Tibal;Lucio, and vbe 
wo br aft 3 Whither ſhould they a 


© Boy! i ther? to 12 
Ser. To our houſe, fappe 
TY houſc } Sedo 
Ser maſter's, "4 - wot 
Rom, indeęd | ſhould, have ahi you that 1 8 
Ser, Now I'll ell you without azking, "My * 

is the great rich ci and if you be not © f the 

houſe of Mountagues, I pray come and crulh a a ta o 

wine, Reſt you merry, 
Ben. At this ſame ancient feaft of 47 N 

Sups the fair Roſaline, whom thou ſo loy 'n;. | 

With all th' admire | beavties of Veropa. 

Go fhither, and with uvNatcipted. eye, 4 

Compare her face with ſorg- tha? | ſha] mor, * 

And Iwill make thee think thy ſwan a er W. : 
Rom. When the d:yput religion of mine eye. 

- Maintains ſuch falfehoods, then tprn tears 10 i 

And theſe who often grown'd could ngver die, 
Tranſparent herecicks, be burnt for liars, _ _ 

One tairer than my love ! th' all- feeing ſy _ 

Ne'er ſaw ber _mgtgh, Gnce Krlt the wor Wp 

0 4.70 


"Ben. Tut, tit, you ſaw her fair, none 


1, es 


But ia thoſe chryfts! ſcales, Jet there be * 


r 
Thit 1 will ſhew you, mts this feaſt, x wa 
* ſhe will ſhew ſe int we now ſheys} beſ, 
PIT along, no f 180 lebt ebe to be "O47, 
in ſcope of pups arb. [fp 


AS... 4. (DS. 


_ SF = 


Rost Lvl” IF. 


-AGENE, .. 5 

: © \Capuler's ouſt: * 
ene; Lady Caputer, e 
ca URSE, where's. my daughter 2. * 


Nurſe. Now (by Ey .es at twelve years 
old) 1 bad her come ; what, lamb, what lady-bird, god- 
ſorbid where's this girl? what, Jalus ? 
Ezter Juliet. 
Jul, How now, Who calls? 
Nurſe, Your mother. 
Full, Madam, I am here; whit is your will > 4 
La, Cap. This is the matter Nurſe, give 
lewe a white, we muſt talk in fecret , nurſe come back 
again, I bave remembred me, thou fhak hear my coun- 
ſel: thou know iſt my daughter's of a pret'y age. 

Nurſe. Faith I can tell her age uato an hour. 
La. Cap. She's mot fourteen. | K 
Nurſe. I'll lay fourteen of niy tecth, and yet © my 
teeth be it ſpoken, I have but four, ſhe's not four- 
teen; bowl is it now to Lammas tide } _ 
La. Cap. A fortnight-and odd days, 60 

Nurſe. Even or odd, of all days in the 

come Lammas eve at ni he ſhall the be . — 
suſan and ſhe (God reſt all chriſtian ſouls) were 
of an age, Well, Suſan is with Gord; ſhe was 200 

© good for me. But as I ſaid, on Lanmas-eve at night 
« ſhall ſhe be fourteen, that ſhall The, marry, Izemem— 
* ber it well, *Tis ance the earthquake now i 
© years, and ſhe was wean'd, 1 never mall 
« of all the days in che wear, upon that day; for I had 
then laid -worm-woad to my dug, 'fring.in the ſun 
; under the dove-houſe wall, my lord and you, were 


then at Mantua hay. 1: do bear a huin. 1 9 1 
« ſaid, when it did tüte e 


1 


2 


« of the dug, 75 felt it D N . 


0 teachy. and fall out with the dug. Shake, * 
Ove- 


I warrant it had 


16 RoOoM NOA JuLigr. «+ 
* dove-houſe—'twas no need I tro tp bid me trudze ; 
and ſince that time it is eleven years, for then ſhe 
© could ſtand alone, nay, by th* rood ſhe could have 
© run, and wadled all about; for even the day before 
* ſhe broke, her brow, and then my buspand, (God 
be with his. ſoul, a was a merry man,) took up 
the child; yea, quoth he, doft thou fall upon thy 
face; thou wilt fall backward when thou haſt more 
© wit, wilt thou not, Jule? and by my holy-dam, the 
pretty wretch left crying, and faid, ay; To ſee 
* now how a. jeſt ſhall come about. IL wartant, an 1 
© ſhould live a thouſand years, 1 ſhould not forget it: 
* Wilt thou not, Julé, quoth he? and pretty fool, it 
ſtinted, and ſaid, ay. e wk Hogs 
La. Cap. Enough of this, 1 pray thee hold thy peace, 
Nurſe, Yes, madam; yet I cannot chuſe but laugh, 
to think it thould leave crying, and fay, ay 5 and yet 
n its brow a bump as big as a 
oung .cockrel's ſtone: a perilous knock, and it cried 
bun Yea, quoth my husband, fall'ſt upon thy 
face? thou wilt fall backward when thou comeſt to 
age; wilt thou not, Fule? ir ſtinted, and ſaid, ay, _ 
Jul. And ſtint thee too, I pray thee, nurſe, Fr 4 
Nurſe. Peace, I have done: God mark thee to his, 
race, = 
bod waſt the prettieſt babe that e' er I nurſt. 
An I might live to ſee thee married once, * 
1 have my wiſn. | 
La Cap, And that ſame marria is he For theam 
I came to talk of, Tell me, daughter F#tiee, _ 
How ftands your diſpohtion to be married? 
Jul. It is an honour that I dream not of. 
Nurſe, An honour ? were not I thine only nurſe, ' 


I'd ſay thou hadſt ſuck'd wiſdom from thy tear. 


La. Cap. Well, think of marriage now; younger 
than you e 
Here in Verona, ladies of eſteem, 


Are made already mothers. By my count, = 
L was your mother much upon theſe years, 


| . , . Y © pa 
That 708 rt a0 4 maid. ; Fas dn NAT, 
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The valiant Paris ſecks you for his Jove.” $1 Wc _ 
Nurſe, A man, young lady, lady, foch a man 

As all the world Why he's a mah of wax. 


La. Cap. Veropa's ſummer hath not ſuch a flower, 
Nurſe, Nay he's a flower, in faith a very flower. « Þ 
La, Cap. Speak briefly; can you like of Paris love? 
Jul. I look to like, if looking liking move. 
But no more deep will 1 ingage mine eye, PO 
Than your conſent gives ſtrength to make it fly, 
"© Enter a Servant. SEPT 
ger. Madam, the gutſts are come, — * ſery'd vp, 
you call'd, my young lady ask'd for, the nurſe curſt 
in the pantry, and every thing in extremity.” I muſt - 
hence to wait, I beſeech you follo wp. | [Exeunt.. 
$8 8$'@'E IN E:. v. 1 
Enter Romeo: Mercutio, Benvolio, with five ar 
| „ix other 'maskers, torch-bearers. Ws 
Rom. W bat, ſhall this ſpeech be ſpoke for our excuſe 2” 
Or ſhall we on without apology } | 
Ben, The date is out of fuch prolixity. _ | 
We'll have no, Cupid bock. wink'd with a ſcarf, _ * 
Bearing a. Tartar's painted bow of lat, 
Scaring the ladies like a cow-keeper : 
Nor a without-book prologue faintly ſpoke . 
After the prompter, for our enterance. 1 
But let them meaſure us by what they will, 2 
We'll meaſure them a_meaſure, and be gone. 
Rom, Give me. a, torch, I am not for this ambling. 
Mer, Nay, gentle Romeo, we muſt have you dance, 
Rom. Not I, belieye, me; you have dancing ſhoes 
With nimble ſoles, 1 have a ſou] of lead, f 7 
So ſtakes me to the ground I cannot move. | © 
Mer, Give me a caſe to put my viſage in, 
A viſor for a viſor; what care 1 


2 


. 1 


l befeech you follow. 83 "41 
L. Cap. We follow thee. Juliet, the county ſtays; 
_ Nurſe, Go, girl, erk happy nights to happy . 
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What curious dath quote deformities, _ | 
Here are the Frese ſhall Duſt for n e, 57 
Rom. A tor forme. Let wintons, light of don; 
Tickle the fſenf efs ruſhes with their heels N bel 
For I am proverb'd with a grand-fire 2 ae, 
I'll be a e beet. and Took a. ns oy: 
I dream a dream to-xight,” 9a 


Mer. and fe (1, n 8 
Ros. „ Nh, What was 473 hea 
Mev, That eam ers w youre?,, e 19 
Rom. — In bed ſleep z while 555 do dream things 
cha — . 


O then I fee queen Mab hath ee 
0 — is the fairies mid-wife, and he” FS. 
* In ape no bigger than an agat-ftane O08 
On the fore-finger of a Iderman . 
Drawn with a 175 of little 15 5 3 
© Athwart 12 naſes as Gay lth 8 1 vb 1 5 | 
Her waggon-ſpokes made 0 ong inne „ 
e The 0088; N wines of caſhoppers 5 55 | 
* The traces, of the malle fpider's wad; . 
* The collars, ef the mH Hine“ war! a g 
Her whip, of ericket's bone; the Wh, of e,; 
© Her waggoner a ſmal} grey-coated O's, 
« * Noy half ſo —— 28 #,round little worm, 


017 a F 
SEV bs oth 


- Wwngey 


——— 


M and lock on, a $4 ei 
The game was ng&*er fo fair, and 1 am foul * LON 

Mer. Tut, dun's the moufe, the conſtables own word) 
If thou art dun, wel draw thee from the mire ;* 

Or, ſave your reverence, loye, Wop or hecho. 
Up to thine ears; come, we bury gays A gs 
nom, Nay, "hats not fo, O's 8 

Mer. I mean, Sr, we Geley. 
We burn our lights by night, dee avg, 9 
Take our good meaning, Yor our judgment firs 
Five times a day, ete once in her right wits, [ed. 11 


Rom. And we mean well in Seins to thus WE 3 > 
But *tis no wit to go, 


(YC EUN 
"Jew with, fray ed 4 Q4 9 2&7 249 gala 
8 Prickt 


, 
On 


5 7 


nl aid Jerfir. 


* Prickt gm. the Taz? Hager, s of a 8 . 5 = . 
' Her, chatte 1 ah empty zel -nbt, r 
Made by, the. oder ſquirrel, or old grib, ©. 
Time by gd: the fai iries coach- makers $ * PE 
nnd int * hs gilep + vight by Night, | 
Through aver rain 400 then t e Phe of Toyes 
On courtiers knees, that Au frait : 
O'er lawyers Hagens, ho trait . ream Me Yoo: 4 
* O'er ladies lips, who 5 go fe. 7 = M 
_ Whickoft, a Mab wit ers 
dc thier wit) ſweet-meats =o are. 
oF ſhe gallops o'er a lawyer's noſe, 
then g Fer he of n aut a ſu t:: 
: 408 ſometiry mes ſhe with 2 n tail, "= 
* Tickling the 3 3855 ſor as he lies alleep;_. I n \ 
" Then dreams he of another benefice. 3 TY 
© Sometimes ſhe Jriveth o'er a ſoldier's gig 
And. then dreams he of cutting fore e re, 
« of breaches, ambuſcadoe, Spaniſh 
' Of healths ve fathom veep; and then noon 
Drums in 11s cars, at w ich he ts and wakes, | 
* And being thus frighted, ſwears a prayer * ry | 
And ſleeps again, Pie is is that very Mab _- 
© That plats the-manties of horfss i in the nighe, 
* And 33 the elf Jocks in foul Nuttiſh — 5 
© Which 6nce untangled, much misfortune bodes. 
This is the hag, when maids lie on their backs; 
© That prefles them, and fearns them firſt to ch, 
Making them women of good carriage: 
This is ſhe | RF 
Rom, Peace, p Mer cui, CTY 65.5 
Thou talk'ſt o PH He bg * ag * * 1 a 
a True, I talk of 72 f br 1 
Which e the children o an idle . 
Begot of nothing. but yain phantaſ . ODIN! ts 9 
Which is a8 thin of ſubſtance as the air, © - 
And more unconſtant thao the wind; v ogy. 
Ev'n * een holom. of the por 18 
And bei r'd puffs away, fro! thence,.. ph 7 


Turning hs i0 the. dew roppiag ſouth. d Ban. 


- as TSS 

| ert a reli tn dy 4 
20 Raute aw Join: * 

Ben. This wind you talk of blows us from our ſelyes; 
Supper is done, and we ſhall come too late. 

Rom. I fear too early for my mind miſgires 
Some conſequence, ſtill hanging in the ſtars, 
Sball bitterly begin bis fearful date 
With this night's revels, and expire the term 
Of a deſpiſed life elos'd in my breaſt t. 
By ſome vile forfeit of untimely dea. 
But he that hath the ſteerage of my courſe,” 
Dire& my ſuit! On, luſty gentlemen. W 

Ben. Strike, drum. F 17501 


13 


They march about the ſtage, and Servants come N 
5 forth with their napkins, _ * 


1 Serv, Where's Potpan, that he helps not to' take 
aWay ? he ſhift a trencher! he ſcrape a trencher! 

2 Serv. When good manners ſhall lie all in one or 
2 mens hands, and they unwaſh'd too, it is a foul 
ing. ; n TSbfO! 

1 Serv. Away with the joint-ſtools, remove the court- 
cup-board, look to the plate: good thou; ſave. me a 
yoo of march-pane, as thou loveſt me, let the porter 
et in Suſan Grind ſtone and Nell, Antony, and Porpan- 
2 Serv. Ay, boy, ready, | Of | 
1 Serv, You are look'd for, call'd for, ask'd for, and 
ſought for, in the great chamber. bad 
2 Serv, We cannot be here and there too; chearly 
boys; be brisk a while, and the longer liver take all. 
N * Exc unt. 


rr 7 AT 

Enter all the gueſts and ladies to the makers. : 

1 Cap. cet gentlemen, Ladies that have yout 
et 


Unplagu'd with carns, we'll have a bout with you. 
Ah me, my miſtreſſes, which of you al! 
Will now deny to dance? ſhe that makes dainty - 
I'll ſwear hath corns; am I come near ye now? 
Welcome all gentlemen, I've ſeen the day 
That I have worn a viſor, and could tell 


- 
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A 99 tale in a fair lady's ear, . ri 
Such as wo d pleaſe : tis 9.x. 'tis gone; tis "Y 
| [Muſick plays, and they dance} 

More light ye knaves, and turn the tables up; 
and quench the fire, the room is grown too hot. 
An, Sirrah, this unlook'd-for ſport comes well. 
Nay fit, n 1 lit, good couſin Cabal. 
For you and I are paſt our dancing days: 
How long is t now ſince ſaſt your and I 
Were in a mask? | 

2 Cap. By't lady, thirty years. , 

1 Cap. What, man ! tis not ſo much, us not ſo much; 
Tis ſince the nuptial of Lucentio, | 
Come Pentecoſt as quickly as it will, 

Some five and twenty years, and then we mask d. 

2 Cap. 'Tis more, tis a bis ſon is elger, Sir e 
His ſon is thirty. | 

1 Cap. Will you tell me that? 

His ſon was but a Ward two years ago. 

Rem, What Bdy's that which does enrich the hand 
Of yonder knight? _ 

Ser. I know not, Sir. 

Rom. O ſhe doth teach the rr. to Fake bright 
Her beauty: a upon the cheek of night, 

Like a rich jewel in an Æthiop's ear: 

Beauty too rich for uſe, for earth too dear! 

So ſhews a ſnowy dove trooping with crows, 

As yonder lady o'er her fellows ſhows, 

The meaſure done, I'll watch her place of ſtand, 

And touching hers,” make happy my rude hand. 
Did my heart love till now? forſwear it, fight ; . 

I never ſaw true beauty till this night. ö 

Tib, This by his voice ſhould be 4 Mountague, 

Fetch me my 4 * bay: What, dares the [lays 
Come hither. coyer'd with an antick ace, 

To fleer and ſcorn at our ſolemnitß ? a . 
Now by the ſtock and honous of my [ bins. | 
To 1 him dead I hold it not a 95 


9 


oy 


* - 


Uncle, this is 4 es ur foe Fig! 


Cabs Why how now kinſman, L ere ſtorm  youſ 0 * 
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Io ſcorn at ur ſelemhityt 


— 
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— — — — rag as * 


A villain that, i hither C | gk iq h r 
1 W. atm cin 
Cap Noung Rense, ie !!! „„ 
— That villain. a * (8% en 1045 
Cap. Content thee, gent! . co, Jeon 55 
He beats him like — gentleman: . * W 
And to ſay ttuth, Nrrona brogs.0t him, 5 ** 


To be a virtnaus and well-govern'd v.. 


I would not for the wealth of af this b9Ü9 Jzg ul 
Here in my houſe do bim dilparagement... {wy ...; 
Therefore be patient, take no gute of him 
It is my will, the which if thou reſpect t... 
Shew a fair preſence, and put off theſe ene, > nd 
And ill-beſcemin W of a feaſt. ook Baur 
Tib. It fits, w © ch A, eig 126 letz 501 
rig — ee as 11d oor $466 11:1! 
ap. He ſhall be endur dx 
Be * or (more light, more 11 light, for hh. 
I'll make von quiet What? cheetly, e 
Tib. Patience perforce with wilful &b 
Makes my fleſh tremble in their, different e 
1 will wichdraw z but this intfuſion hall, - | 


Now ſeeming ſweet, convert to þitter- gall, N - 
Rom. 1715 1 prophans with my unworthy 79 
This holy ſhrine, the -gonite ſin is $i. ew) i 


My lips two era pilgrims ready ſtand, a... +, 
To fh. d n woch wel demie it 


— Naser 
— 


* E il be ener- 12 
Wins oodman boy Lay Nen {pe 
Am'I the ,miſter here, or you V. 
You'll not engure him! God a, a> my 
you 8 a 3 among my 8 We 
ou will fet coc Tie? or be * 
Tib, Why, nacle,. 1 r xs = 
Cap, Go to, go to. een 
You are a ſaucy bo 
This trick may chance 


Be quiet, oc 


TT I DOS RY 


Roo i v A th. 


"ul, Good plantings mm m 


” VV hich mannetrly:devotion' 
For ſaints have hands that ilgrims. haads- — Y 


And palm to palm is kifefs 
7 aye 2 3 — 4 and holy tod ? 
3 aſe in prayer; | 
1555 O then, r 240 what bands dd, 
They pra (grant thou) leſt. 40 deſprir. * 
lurſe. prop nos your niother rates a word wich you. 
Rom. What is D i 


Nurſe, Marry, batchelor, 556. 7 
Her mother is the lady of the dane | * | 
And a goodlady, and a wife and: virtuous, 
nuts d her daughter that you-thlle- withal+ ' K 
| tell you, he that can meer her 
* have the chin, 
Row, Is (tie a Capulet Y 
0 deat acedunt ! m r | 
Ben. RWI, be the ſport is at he beſt. 
km. Ay, fo I fear, the more is my unreſt, 
Cab. Nuy, — Prepard not o he gone, 
Ve bave a & ing foblim banguet towards, * 
1 it e'en ſoF hy "they, 1 thank you all. 

thank you en, odd night 8 
More torchas here come on, then det 570 M”_ 
Ah, ſirrah, ny lay m waxes late, 


Ie $8 er 2 | 
Jul. n is y en 
— onto one Terk. 22 26h 


deſpair. ' 


TT her anne, 
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Give me- 
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Jul. Cates d 22 18 

** Then move nor 1 : 
En ns nie} „ 

Jul. r ee 

Rom. Sin ſrom m (paſte 


2 * 


24 ROMEO. d JULIET, 
* JT ee 
Ful. What's he that now is going out of door! 
Niurſe. That as I tbink is young Perruchio. 
Jul. What's he that follows here, that would not 
Nurſe. I know not. | [dance} 
Jul. Go ask his name. If he be married, 
My grave is like to be my wedding-bed, 
Nurſe, His name is Romeo, and a Mountague, 
The only ſon of your great enemy. 

Ful. My only love ſprung from my only. hate ! 

Too early ſeen, unknown; and known too late; 

Prodigious birth of love it is to me, | 
That I muft love a loathed enemy. 

Nurſe. What's this? what's this? ' 

Jul. A rhime I learn'd en noc . 
Of one I danc'd withal. [one calls within, Juliet, 
Nur ſe. Aon „ anon | | 
Come, let's away, the ſtrangers all are gone. [Exeunt, 


r 78 a 
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C7 ACER), 

o old deſire doth on his death-bedye! 
JI — And young affection gapes to be his heir: 
88 2 That Fair, for which love groan'd ſore, 
' ES "and would dig, | 

SITES 'With tender Juliet mateh'd, is now not 

GAS 2 2 ——/ 3 1 ; 4 
New Romeo is belov'd, and loves again, 
Alike bewitched with the charm of looks: 
But to his foe ſuppos'd he muſt complain, © 

And ſhe ſteal love's ſweet bait from fearful hooks, 

Being held a foe, he may ngt have acceſs _ 
To breathe ſuch yows as-lovers ufe to ſwear ; 
And ſhe'as much in love, ber means much leſs, 
To meet her new- beloved any Where: 

| But paſſion lends them power, time means to meet, 
Tempting extremities with extream ſweet. 
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SCENE. 
s Sertet, Ne Ff 


0 Romeo alone, 


Rom. can 1 go forward when my heart is here? 
Turn back, dull earth, and ſihd thy center out. Le. 


Enter Benvolio with Mereutio. 


Ben. Romeo, my couſin Romeo. 
Mer. He is wiſe. 
4-4 on my life hath ſtoln him home to bed, 


Ben, He ran this way, and leap'd 1 this orchard wall, 
Call, good Mercutio. 


Mer, Nay, I'll conjure too. 
hy, Romeo! humours! madman ! nana loser! 
\ppear thou in the likeneſs! of 4 Big 
öpeak but one Rhime, and I am lalsked. 
C but 4 me! Fee but love and dove, f 
hel to Wy 86 p Venus one fair word, 


One nick. ny 8 — * pur blind ſon and heir, 
oung Abraham Cupid, he that ſhot ſo true, 


* 


N 


When kin betua loy'd the beggar 
N Re bean be ſtirreth not, he mov 85 
. Toe ape is dead, and I mult conjure bin, | q m - 840. 
* | conjure thee by Roſaline's bright eye », 


ly her high fore- head, and her ſcar et lip, 8 
Þ ler fine foot” fraight leg, ay aasee 

And the demeaſns. that there. jacent lye, -  » 
Nit in thy. likeneſs thou 2 ppear to us. 


3m. A if he hear 2 thou wilt chin: 


. _ 


bler, This cannot Ager. him : nn. 


To raiſe a b! Oar —— * circle, 
Ot ſome bb ihn 


* 


letting it there 4 2 
'Till ſhe had 1a 12 TH copjard_it downs. 27 
That were lone 115 It. My inygcation is. 2 *. 


Foneſt and fair, and in bis 9 name. 
ee 


ut, RY 
. Come, he bee bow. among theſe treeyy - 
To he conforted "with the _ rous night; 
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Blind is bis love, and beſt beſits the dark. 
Mer, If love be blind, love cannot hit the mark. 
Now will he fit under a medlar-tree, bibs 
And wiſh his miſtreſs were that kind of fruit, 
Which maids call medlars when they laugh alone 
Romeo, good night, I'll to my truckle-bed, 
This field-bed is too cold for me to ſleep: _ 
Come, ſhall we go? "I 
9 Ben, Go then, for 'tis in vain 
To ſeek him here that means not tobe found. 
IE I [Exeun;, 


I 


1 
4. 


SCENE III. 
A GARDEN. 


Enter Romeo. 


Rom. H E jeſts at ſcars that never felt a wound 
But ſoft, what light thro' yonder window 
breaks? | 
It is the eaſt, and Fuliet is the ſun! : 
| (Juliet appears above at & window, 
Ariſe, fair ſun, and kill the envious moon, 
Who is already ſick and pale wth grief, 
That thou, her maid, art far more fair than ſhe, 
Be not her maid ſince ſhe is envious : 
Her veſtal livery is but ſick and green, 
And none but fools do wear it, caſt it off — 
She ſpeaks, yet ſhe ſays nothing; what of that? 
Her eye diſcourſes, I will anſwer it——— _ 
I] am too bold, *tis not to me ſhe ſpeaks: 
Two of the faireſt ſtars of all the heav'n, 
Having ſome buſineſs, do intreat her eyes 
To twinkle in their ſpheres *cill they return. 
W hat if her eyes were there, they in hcr head? 
The brightneſs of her cheek would ſhame thoſe fta, 
As day-light doth a lamp; her eyes in beay n, 
Would throdgh the airy region ſtream 10 beige, 


RoMro and JULIET. 27. 


That birds would ſing and think it were not night: 
see how ſhe leatis her cheek upon her hand!“ 
O that I were a glove upon that hand, 
That I might touch that cheek ! 
Jul, Ah me! w 
Rom. She ſpeaks, - . ; 
Oh ſpeak again, bright angel, for thou art 
As glorious to'this night, being o'er my head, 
As is a voy meſſenger from heay*n, 
Unto the white upturned wondring eyes 
Of mortals, that fall back to gaze on him, 
When he beſtrides the lazy - pacing clouds, 
And. ſails upan the boſom, of the air. 5 | 
Jul. O Romeo, Romeo —- wherefore art thou Romeo fe 
Deny thy father, and reſuſe thy name: 
Or if thou wilt not, be but {worn my love, 
And I'll no longer be a Capulet. | ork 
Rom, Shall I hear more, or ſhall I ſpeak at this? 
WF — ; [ 1 


+ Ti 


Jul, *Tis but thy name chat is my enemy: 
What's Mountague? it is not band, nor foot, 
Nor arm, not face — nor any other part. 
What's in a name? that which we call a roſe, 
By any other name would ſmell as ſweet. 

So Romeo would, were he not Romeo call'd, | 
Retain that dear perfection which he owes, | 
Without that title; Romeo, quit thy name, | 

And for thy name, which is no part of thee, 

Take all thy ſelf, 

Rom. I take thee at thy word: 

Call me but love and I be new baptiz'd, 

Henceforth 1 never will be Romeo. 4 

Jul. What man art thou, that thus beſcreen'd in night 
do ſtumbleſt on my counſel 2 

Rom. By a name | | 

I know not how to tell thee who I am: 

ly name, dear ſaint, is hateful to my ſelf, 
cauſe it is an enemy to the. 


ad Lit written, I would tear the word. 1 24 
Jul. My ears have yet Bos drunk a hundred words / 
2 
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Of that tongue's uttering, yet I Know the ſound, 
Art thou not Romeo, and a Mounragie ? if - 
Rom. Neither, fair faint, if either thee diſpleaſe; 
Jul. How cam'ft thou hither, tell mo, and wherefore? 
The orchard walls are high, and hard to climb, 
And the place death, conſidering who thou art, 
If any of my k inſmen find thee here. 
Rom. With love's light wings did I o' er- perch theſe 
Walls, | | 
For ſtony limits cannot hold love out, 
And what love can do, that dires love attempt: 
Therefore thy kinſmen are no ſtop to me. 
Jul. If they do fee thee, they will murder thee, 
Rem. Alack there lies more peril in thine eye, 
Than twenty of their ſwords; look thou but ſweet, 
And I am proof againſt their war yi 
F Jul. 1 would not fot the world they ſaw thee here; 
| Rem, I have night'scloak to hide me from their eyes, 
þ And but thou love me, let them find me here; 
'4 My life were bettet ended dy weit hate; | 
f Than death prorogued, wanting of thy love. 
Jul By whoſe direction found'ſ thou out this place? 
Rom. By love, that firft did prompt me to enquite, 
He lent me counſel, and I lent him eyes: 
I am no pilot, yet wert thou as far | 
As that vaſt ſhore; walh'd" with the farthelt ſea, 
I would adventure for ſueh merchandiſe. | 
Jul. Thou know'ſt the mask of night is on my face, 
Elſe would a maiden bluſh bepaint my theek 
For that which thou haſt heard me fpeakro-night; 
Fain would E dwell on form, fain, fair deny 
What I have ſpoke — but farewel compliment: 
Doſt thou love me? I know thou wilt Tay, ay, 
And 1 will take thy word——yet if chouTwear'ft, 
Thou may'ſt prove falſe ; at lovers perſuries 
They ſay Jove laughs. Oh geatle Romeo, 
If thou doſtlove, pronounce it faithfully 2 
Or if thou think Iam too quickly won, 
I'll frown and be perverſe,” and een, | 
Fo chou wilt wape i but elſe not for the world. 
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In truth, fair Meumtagus, I am too Fond; _ WA 
And therefore thou may'ſt think my 'havionr light: 
But truſt me, gentleman, I'll prove more true, 
Than thoſe that have more cunning to be ſtrange. 
] ſhould have been more ſtrange, I muſt 8 oY 
But that thou over-beard'ſt, ere I was ware, 
My true love's paſſion , therefore pardon me, 
And not impute this yielding to light love, 
Which the dark night hathſo diſcovered. 
Rom, Lady, by yonder bleſſed moon I vow, 
That tips with filver all theſe fruic-tree tops? 
Jul. O (wear not by the moon, th'inconſtant moon, 
That monthly changes in her eircled orb; | 
Leſt that thy ove prove likewiſe variable. LP! 
Rom. What ſhall I fear by? 2 A* 
Jul. Do not fwear at all; P91, $00.08 2h 
Or if thou wile, ſwear by thy gracious (elf, 
Which is the God of my idolatry, 
And 'n believe thee. ** * 
Nom. If my true heart's love 2 
Jul. Well, do not fwear— although I joy in thee, 
] bare no joy of this contra@to-nighr; 13 
It is too raſh, too unadvis'd, too ſudden, 
Too like the lightning which deth ceafe to be 
Ere one can ſay, fr 3 good night. 
This bud of love by ſummer's ripening breath 
May prove a beauteous flower when next we meet: 
Good night, good night—as ſweet repoſe and reſt 
Come to thy heart, as that within my breaſt. - 
Rem. O wilt thou leave me ſo unfarisfied ? 
Jul. What ſatisfaction canſt- thou have to night? 
Kom. Th' exchange of thy love*s faithful vo for mine. 
741.1 gave thee mine before” thou didſt requeſt it: 
And yet I would it were to give again, | s 
* thou withdraw it? for what purpoſe, 
ve? 4 
Jul. But to be frank, und it give thee again. 
And yet I wiſh but for the thing I haye: 
My bounty is as boundleſs as the fea; © 
My love as deep; the ä give to thee, 
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Anon, good nurſe 


It that thy bent of loye be honourable, 


By one that I'll procure to come to thee, 


To caſe thy fur fe me 0 my it | 


Love goes tow'rd love, as ſchool-· boys from their boots 


Elſe would I tear the cave where Echo lyes, 


The more I have, for both are infinite. 
I hear ſome noiſe within; dear love adieu. 
| . » [ Nurſe calls within, 
Sweet Mountague be true: 
Stay but a little, I will come again. Ext, 
Rom. O bleſſed, bleſſed night. I am afraid 
All this is but a dream I hear and ſee; | 
Too flattering ſweet to be ſubſtan'ial. 
Re-enter Juliet above.” 
Jul. Three words, dear Romeo, and good night indeed: 


Thy purpoſe marriage, ſend me word to-morrow, 


W here and what time thou wilt perform the rite; 
And all my fortunes at thy foot * e 
And follow thee, my love, throughout the world. 
| [Ni hin Madam, 
I come, anon but if thou mean ſt not well, 
do beſeech thee— [Within ; Madam, ] By and by] 
1 come ———— | | 3 
T o-morrow Will I ſend, | Lb ah tro re 
Rom. So thrive my ſoul, 
Jul. A thouſand times good night, [E. 
Rom. A thouſand times the worſe to want thy light 


But love from love, towards ſchool with heavy looks 
Enter Juliet again. 
Jul. Hiſt! Romeo, hiſt! O for a falkner's voice, 
To lure this Taſſel gentle back again 
Bondage is hoarſe and may 2 aloud, 


And make her airy tongue more hoarſe than mine 
With repetition of my Romoo. 
Rom. It is my love that calls upon my name, 
How filyer-ſweet ſound lovers tongues by night, 
Like ſofteſt muſick to attending ears! 
Jul. Romeo! 1 
Rom, My ſweet ! 
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Jul. At what a Clock to-morrow 
Shall I ſend to thee ? | 
Rom, By the hour of nine, | en 
Jul. 1 will not fail, 'tis twenty years till then. 
I have forgot why I did call thee back. 
Rom, Let me ſtand here till thou remember it. 
Jul. I ſhall forget, to bave thee ſtill ſtand there, 
Remembring how 1 love thy company. 5 
Rom. And l'Ilſtill Ray to have thee ſtill forget, 
Forgetting any other home but this. 
Jul. Tis almoſt morning. I would have thee gone, 
And yet no further than a Wanton's bird, 
That lets it hop a little from her hand, 
Like a poor priſoner in his twiſted gyves, 
' And with a filk thread plucks it back again, 
* $o loving jealous of his liberty. 
Rom, I would T were thy bird. 
Jul. Sweet, ſo would I. +2 
Yet I ſhould kill thee with much cheriſhing, | 
Good night, good night. Parting is ſuch ſweet ſorrow, 
That I ſhall ſay good-night *till it be morrow. [ Exit. 
Rom. Sleep dwell upon thine eyes, peace in thy breaſt: 
Would I were fleep and peace. ſo ſweet to reſt? -*- 
Hence will I to my ghoſtly friar's cloſe cell, 


: 


SCENE luv. n 
A Monaſtery. 
Enter Friar Lawrence, with a basket. | 
ri. FT? HE grey-ey'd morn ſmiles on the frowning 
ni ght, ; 1 | | A 
Check'ring the eaſtern clouds with ſtreaks of light. 
And darkneſs flecker'd like a drunkard reels 
From forth day's erf made by Titan's wheels. 
Now ere the ſun advance his * eye, ; 
ew to dry, 


The day to chear, and night's dank 
I muſt üll up this ofier cage of ours | 
| B 4 With 
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With baleful weeds, and precious. juiced flowers, 
The earth that's nature's mother, is her tomb, 
What is her burying grave, that is her womb , 
And trom her womb children of djvers kiad 
We ſucking on het natural boſom find : 
Many for many virtnes excellent, | 
None bm for fome, and yer all different, 
O mickle is the powerful grace, that lies 
In plants, terbs, ſtones, and their true qualities, 
For nOught ſo vile, that on the earth doth live, 
But to the earth ſome ſpecial good doth give: 
Nor ought ſo good, but ſtrain d from that fair uſe, 
a Revolts to vice, and ſtumbles on abuſe. 
| Virtue it ſelf turns vice, being miſapplied, 
And vice ſometime by action dignifisd. 

˖ Within the infant rind of this ſmall flower 
[ Poiſen hath reſidence, and medicine power: 
i For this being ſmelt, with that ſenſe chears each part; 

Being taſted, ſlays all ſenſes with the heart, 

T xo ſuch oppoſed foes encamp them till - .; 

In man, as well as herby; Grace, and rude Will; 

And where the worſer is predominant, 

Full foen the canker death eats vp that plant, 

Enter Romeo, 
Rom. Good-morrow, father. 
Fri. Benedicite. 

W hat early tongue ſo ſweet ſalutes mine ear ? 

Young ſon, it argues a diſtemper'd head, 

So ſoon to bid good-morrow to thy bed : 

Care keeps his watch in every old man's eye, 
And where care — — ſleep will never lye; 

But where unbruiſed youth with unſt»ft brain 
|: Doth couch his limbs, there golden ſleep doth reigny 
5 Therefore thy earlineſs doth me alike, 
| | Thou att up-touz'd by ſome diſtemprature; 


Or if not ſo, then here I hit it right, 
Our Romeo hath not been in bed to night. 
Rom, That laſt is true, the ſweeter reſt was mine. 
Fri. God pardon fin! waſt thou with Roſalive? 
Rom. With Roſalime, my ghoſtly father i a6, 
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have forgot that name, and that name's woe. 


* 


then! | 


fri, That's my good lon : but where haſt thou 


Rom, I tell thee ere thou ask it me again 


[ haye been feaſting with mite enemy, 


Where on a ſudden one hath wounded me, 
That's by me wounded ; both our remedics 
wicbin thy help and holy phy ſick lies; 
bear no hatred, bleſſed man, for lo 


My interceſſion likewiſe 


ſteade my foe. | 

Fri. Be plain, good ſon, and homely in thy drift; 

Riding confeſſion finds but ridiing fhcift. 

Rem. Then plainly know my heart 
0a the fair daughter of rich Capulet; 


As mine on hers, To hers is let on mine, 


And all combin'd, ſave hat thou muſt combine 
By holy marriage : When, and where, and how 
We meet, we wood; and made exchange of vow, 


tell thee as we pals; but this I pray. 
That thou conſent to marry us to- dax. 

Fri, Holy ſaint Francis) what a'change is bere 2 
Is Roſaline, whom thou dil love fo dear, | 


So ſoon ſorſaket} young men's love then yes 
Not truly in their hearts, but in cheir e es. 
Jeſu Maria ! what a deal of brine 


Hach waſht thy fallow cheeks for Noſolius? 


How much ſalt water theown away in weſte, | 


To ſeaſon love, that of it doth not taſte? 
The ſun not yet thy ſighs from heaven clears, 


And art thaucha 
Women may fall, 


Rem, And bad 
Fri. Not in a gtave, 


id > pro 
ben there's no 2 \ 
Rom. Thon chid'ſt me oft for loving falme.” 


Fri. For doatiog not for foving, pu 


35 


Thy old groans ring yet in my ancient ears; 
Lo here upon ng rb the ſtain doth (it 
Of an old tear that is not waſh'd off yet, 
It eer thou waſt thy ſelf, aud theſe woes thine, 


Thou and rheſe woos were alt for Roſalme. 


77 


been 


s dear love is ſet 


nounce this ſentence then, 


. 
4 
= 


in men 


mine. 


. * 
'To 


ot lay one in, another out to have. 


Fri. Wiſely and flow; they ſtumble that run faſt, 
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Nom. I pray thee chide not: ſhe whom I love now 
Doth grace for grace, and love for love allow: ſo 
The other did not ſo INST :1 
Fri. Oh ſhe knew well! | 
Thy love did read by rote, and could not ſpell, P 
But come young waverer, come go With me, 
In one reſpe& I'll thy aſſiſtant be: | 
For this alliance may ſo happy prove, 
To turn your houſhold-rancour to pure love, 
Rom. G let us hence, I ſtand on ſudden haſte. 


[Exeant, 


ht. At... » — 


SCENE V. 


The STREET. 
Euter Benvolio and Mercutio, _ 


Mer. HERE the devil ſhould this Romeo be 
came he not home to- night? 

Ben. Not to his father's, I ſpoke with his man, 

Mer. Why that ſame pale hard-bearted wench, that 
Roſaline, torments him ſo, that he will ſure run mad. 

Ben. Tibalt, the kinſman to old Capulet, hath ſent 
a letter to his father's houſe. 

Mer. A challenge on my life. 

Ben. Romeo will anſwer it. 1 8 

Mer. Any man that can write, may anſwer a letter, 

Ben, Nay he will anſwer the letter's maſter, if be 
be challeng'd. REY 

Mer. Alas poor Romeo, he is already dead! ſtabb'd 
with a white wench's black eye, run through the ear 
with a love-ſong, the very pin of his heart cleft with 
the blind bow-boy*'s but · ſnaft; and is he a man to en- 
counter Tibalt? = | 

Ben. Why, what is Tibalt ? : 

Mer. More than prince of cats. Oh he's the cou- 
razious captain of compliments; be fights. as. you 1085 
| Prick: 


Ro ME OO nd JULI Er. 57 


prick-ſongs, keeps time, diſtance, and proportian 3 
reſts his minum, one, two, and the third in your bo- 
ſom ; the very butcher; of a ſilk button, a duelliſt, a 
duelliſt ; a gentleman of the very firſt houſe of the 
fiſt and ſecond cauſe ; ah the immortal paſſado, the 
unto reverſo, the hay * 


ow 


Ben, The what? | | 9 

Mer. The pox of ſuch antick liſping affected phan- 
afies, theſe new tuners of accents : Jeſu, a 
very good blade, a very tall man a very 
good whore. Why is not this a lamentable 
thing, grandſire, that we ſhould be thus afflicted with 
thele ſtrange flies, theſe faſhion-mongers, theſe par- 
don-me's, who ſtand ſo much on the new form that 
they cannot fit at, eaſe on the old bench. O theic 
bones, their bones ! 

Enter Romeo. 

Ben, Here comes Romeo. | | 

Mer. Without his roe, like a dried herring, O 
fleſh, fleſh, how art thou fiſhified > Now is he for 
the numbers that Petarch flowed in: Laura to his la- 
dy was but a kitchen-wench ; marry ſhe had bettee 
love to berime her: Dido a dowdy, Cleopatra a gipſie, 
Helen and Hero hildings and harlots : Thisby a gray 
eye or- ſo, but not to the purpoſe, Signior Romeo, 
bonjour, there's a French ſalutation to your French ſtop. * 


- 


Mt, 


7— 
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* Mer. You gave us the counterfeit fairly laft night. 
Rom, What counterfeit did I give you? 
Mer. The lip Sir, the ſlip: can you not conceive ? 
Rom, Pardon Mercutio, my buſineſs was great, and 
in ſuch a caſe as mine, a man may ſtrain curtely. _. 
Mer. That's as much as to ſay, ſuch a caſe as yours. 
conſtrains a man to bow in the hams. UTTED 
Rom. Meaning to curtſie. . 1 
Mer. Thou haſt moſt kindly: hit it. 
Nom. A moſt courteous expoſition. 
Mer, Nay, I am the very pink of courteſie. 
. Rom, Pink for flower. | IH 


5 Nous jener 


Rom. GSOd-· morrow 10 von both 

\ a IP and = —_ 
\ Rom. Here's goodly gear: 4 fayie! a ſayle; 
Mer. Two, >, a ſhirt and a ſmock, 


l Nurſe, Peter. 

| Pet, Anon, | 

: 

\ Nurſe, My fan, Peter. 

© - rn 
Mer. Right, 


Rom. Why then is y pump well flower'd. 
Mer. Sute wit low tne this jeſt, now, til) 
| thou haſt worn out thy pump, thit when the fingl 
fole of ir is worn, the jeſt may remain aftet the wearing, 
ſoly-fingular. 

Rom O ſingle- ſol'd jeſt, 

Solely ſingular, for the fingleneſs. 1 
Mer. Come between us good Fenvollo, my Wit faidts, 
Rom. Switch and ſpurs, l 

Swirth and ſpurs, or I'll cry a march. 

Mey. Nay, if our Wits run the wild-$00Te chaſe, l 
am done: for thou haſt more of the wild-gooſe in 
one of thy wits, than J am ſure I have in my whole 
Ave. Was 1 with you there for the gooſe? 

Rom, Thou waſt never with me for any thing, when 
mou waſt not there for the gooſe. 

Aer. I will bite thee by the ear for chat jeſt. 

Rom. Nay, good gooſe bite not. 

Mer, Thy wit is a very bitter ſweeting, 

It is a moſt ſhirp ſawce. | | 
Rom. And is it not well-ſetv'd in to a ſweet gooſe? 
Mer. O here's a wit bf cheverel, that ffratches from 

an inch narrow, to ah ell broad. 23 
Rom. 1 firetch it out for that word broad, Which 

a to the gooſe, proves thee far and Wide a btoad 

gooſe. | | | 

Mer. Why is not this better thah groahing for loye? 

Now thou art ſociable; dow art thou Romeo; how 
{| art chou What thou art, by art, as well az by * a 


* 
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Mer. Ds, godd Peter, to hide her face ; for het fan's 
che fairer of the two. 7 e ce ee 

Nurſe, God ye good-morrow, gentlemen. - 

Mer, God ye good-deh, fair gentle woman. 

Nurſe, Is It go6d-den ? | 

Mer. Tis ho leſs, 1 tell you; for the bawdy hand 
of the dyal is upon the prick of noon. 8 

Nurſe, Out upon yon, What a man are you ? 

* One, gentle woman, that God hath made, him - 
ſelf to mar. 8 

Nurſe, By my troth it is well fail : for hittifelf te 
mar, quotha } Gentlemen, can any of you tell me 
where 1 may find yo 4 Þ 5 5 


Romeo ? 
Rom. I can tell bu: but young Romeo will be old- 
er when you have found him, than he wis when you 
ſought him: 1 am the ydungeſt of rhat nme, for 
fault of a worſe. | 
Nurſe. You 2 welt. $7638 
Mer. Yea, is the worlt well? | 
Very well took, iTaith, wiſely, wiſely. 
Nurſe, If you be be, Sir, | 
1 deſire ſome confidence with you. 
Ben, She will invite him to ſome ſupper. 
Mer. A bawd, a bawd, a bawd. - 80 bo.“ 
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1 kt . . 
for this drivelling love is like à great natural, that runs 
boiling up aud down wo hide his bauble in a hole. 

Ben, Stop there, op theres. * 375 L712 - 
— Thou defiteſt me do ſtop in my tale sguinfß 
arr. * 3 H i $37 1 
Ben, Thou wouldſt eiſe have mode thy tale large. 
Mer. O thou aft degeiv'd, 1 would have made it 
hort, for I was come to the whole depth of my tale, 
and meant indeed to occupy the argument no longer. 


— 80 ho. 
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Rom, What haſt thou found ? — — 
Mer. No hare, Sir, unleſs a hare, Sir, in a lenten 
ye; that is formethittg Male and war ere it be ſpent. 
n old hare hore, and an did here hore, is very good 


” 
— 
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38 


Romeo, will you come to your father's ? we'll to dia- 


ſelf talk, and will ſpeak more in à minute, than he 


part about me- quivers— Scuryy knave! Pray you, 


* Ro ME O and Jv LIET,. 


ner thither, 

Rom, I will follow you. 

Mer, Farewel, ancient lady: 8 
Farewel lady, lady, lady. [Exeunt Mercutio, Benyolio, 

Nurſe, I pray you, Sir, what ſaucy merchant wis 
this that was ſo full of his roguery ? 

Rom. A.gentleman, nurſe, that loves to hear him. 


will ſtand to in a month. 5 
Niurſe. An a ſpeak any thing agaienſt m, I'll take 
him down an he were luſtier than he is, and twent 
fuch jacks: and if I cannot, I'll find thoſe that 
Scurvy knave, I am none of his flirt-g Is; I am none 
of his skains-mates. And thou muſt ſtand by too, and 
ſuffer every knave to uſe me at his pleaſure, 
| Gas [To her man, 
Per, I ſaw no man uſe you at his pleaſure : if I had, 
my weapon-ſhould quickly have been out, I warrant 
you. I dare draw as ſoon as another man, if I ſee oc 
caſion in a good quarre}, and the law on my fide, 
Nurſe, Now atore God, I am ſo vext, that every 


Sir, a word : and as I told you, my young lady bid 
me enquire you out : what ſhe bid me ſay, 1 will keep 
to my ſelf : but firſt let ine tell ye, if ye ſhould lead 
her into fool's paradiſe, as they ſay, it were a very grols 
kind of behaviour, as they ſay; for the gentlewoman 
is young, and therefore if you ſhould; deal double 
with her, truly it were an ill thing to be offered to 
any gentlewoman, and very weak dealing, 4 
Rom. Commend me to thy lady and miſtreſs, I pro- 
teft unto thee 
Nurſe. Good heart, and i'faith I will tell her # 
much: Lord, lord, ſhe will be a joyful woman. 


tl 


4 
| Ws * 


1 
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But a hare that is hoar, is too much for a ſcore, wit 
it hoars ere it be fpent. 
Romeo, will jou come Cc, 


1 
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Rom. What wilt thou tell her, nurſe ? thou doſt 
not mark M 1\7 45% 3g . 
Nurſe. I will tell her, Sir, that you do proteſt ; which, 
as 1 take it, is a gentleman · like offer. ; 

Rom. Bid her deviſe ſome means to come ro ſhrife 
this afternoon, | : 
And there ſhe ſhall at friar Lawrence' cell 
Be ſhriv'd and married : here is for thy pains. 

Nurſe, No, truly Sir, not à penny. 

Rom. Go to, I ſay you ſhall © © 

Nurſe. This afternoon, Sir? well, ſhe ſhall be there? 

Rom. And tay, good nurſe, bebind the abbey-wall: 
Within this hour my man ſhall be with thee, 
And bring thee cords made like a tackled ftair, 
Which to the high top-gallant of my joy 
Muſt be my convoy in the ſecret night. 
Farewel, be truſty, and I'll quit thy pains, 


, Nurſe, Now God in beav'n bleſs thee; hark you, Sir. 
* Rom. What ſay'ſt thou, my dear nurſe? 5 
& 


Nurſe. Is your man ſecret > did you. ne%r hear ſay, 
Two may keep counſel, putting one away ? | 

Rom, T warrant thee my man's as true as ſteel, 

Nurſe, Well, Sir, my miſtreſs is the- ſweeteſt lady 
lord, lord, when 'twas a little prating thing O. 
there is a noble man in town, one Paris, that would 
fain lay knife aboard; but ſhe, good ſoul, had as lieve 


rol ſee a toad, a very toad, as ſee him: I anger her ſome- 

man times, and tell her that Paris is the 1 man; 

1 but I'll warrant you, when I ſay fo, ſhe looks as pale 
10 


as any clout in the verſal world. Doth not roſemary, 
and Romeo begin both with a letter > aa 
Rom, Ay nurſe, what of that? both with an R. 
Nurſe. Ah mocker! that's the dog's name, R, is 
for the no, I know it begins with no other letter, 
and ſhe hath the prettieſt ſententious of it, of you and, 
toſemary, that it would do you good to hear it. * 
Rom. Commend me to thy lady —— 
Nurſe, A thouſand times. Peter ? 
Pet. Ano. n ae 4 ,\ W 
Nurſe. Take my ſan, and go before. [Exalnt. 
SCENE 


[Exit Romeo, 


* 
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Driving back ſhadows over lowring hills, 


SCENE vi. 
 Capulet's Houſe, 


Enter Juliet. 
Jul. 1 * clock ſtruck nine, when 1 did fend the 


nurſe: 4 
In half an hour ſhe promis'd to return. 
Perchance ſhe cannot meet him — That's net ſo—- 
Oh ſhe is lame: love's heralds ſhould be thoughts, 
Which ten times faſter glide than che ſun-beams, 


Therefore do nimvle pinion'd doves draw love, 
And therefore bath the {wift-wing'd Cupid wings. 
Now is the ſun upon the bighmoſt hilti 
Of this days journey, and from nine till twelve 
Ay three er yet ſhe is not come; 

Had ſhe affections, and warm youthful blood, 
She'd be as ſwift in motion as a ball, 
My words would bandy her to my ſweet love 
And his to me. | * 

Exter Nurſe, f 
O God, The comes. Wat news ? WOE 
Haſt thou met with him? ſend thy man «way. 
Nurſe. Peter, ſtay at the gate. IX 

Jul. How now ſweet nurſe 
O lord, why lavk thou ſad? _ + 

| Nurſe, 1 ama weary, let me reſt a while; 

Fy, how my bones ake, what a jaunt have 4 had? - 
Jul. I would thou hadſt my banes, and I thy news: 

Nay come, I pray thee ſpeak— Good nurſe ſpeak. 
Nurſe, Give me ſome Aqua vita. 

Jul. Is thy news good or bad? anſwer to that, 
Say either, and Ill Ray the circumſtance: Fo 
Let me be ſatisfied, ist good or bad? 

| Nurſe, Well, you have made à fimple choice; Fo 
know not how to chooſe a man: Romeo ud not be, 
though his face be better than any man's, yet his — 

exce 
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excel all mens, and for a hand, and a foot and a body, tho 
they be Not to betalk'd on, yer they are paſt compare, He 
is not the flower of courteſie, but I warrant him as 
gentle as a lamb— Go thy ways wench, ſerve God— 
What, have you dined at home 

Jul. No, no — but all this did 1 know before: 
What ſays he of our marriage } what of that ? 

Nerf Lord how my head akes! what a head haye I? 
]: beats as it would fall in twenty pieces, | 
My back a t'other fide O my back, my back: 
B:[hrew your heart, for ſending me about, 2 31 
To catch my death with jaunting up and down. 

Jul. I'faith J am ſorry that thou art ſo ill. 
sweet, ſweet, ſweet nurſe, tell me what ſays my love ? 
Nurſe. Your love fays like an honeſt gentlemao, 

And a courteous, and à kind, and a hand{ome, 

\nd I warrant a virtuous = where is your mother! 
Jul, Where is your mother? Why ſhe is within, 

Where ſhovld ſhe be? how odly thou reply'{! 

Yeur love ſays like an honeſt gotilemant © 

here is your mother FL 
Nurſe; O god'# lady dear. 

Are you ſo hot: marry come up 1 trow, 

Is this the poultice for my aking bones: > 

Hence-forward do your mefſages your ſelf. « 
Jul. Here's ſuch à toit;come, What ſays Romeo? 
meg Hep you got leave to go to ſhriſt to-day ? 

ul. I have. 150 Fr ? YA, 

Nurſe, Then hie you hence to friat Lawrence cell, 

| There ſtiys a husband to make you a wiſ e. 

s: Now comes the wanton” blood up in your cheeks, 

They'il be in ſearker ſtraight at any neWs. 

Hie you to church, I muſt another way, 4 

To fetch a ladder, by the which your love 

Muft climb a bir@s neft ſoon, when it is dark, 

| am the drodge and toll is your delight, 

But you ſhall the burden ſoon at . 

Go, ['l] to dinner, hie you to the cell. 
Jul. Hie to high fortune; honeſt nurſe führewel. 
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42 Romro and JULIET. 


SCENE Vn. 


" The Monaftery.. + 
| Enter Friar Lawrence and Romeo. 


Fri. 0 O ſmile the heay'ns upon this holy act, 
That after- hours of ſorrow chide us not 
Rom. Amen, amen; but come what ſorrow can, 
It cannot countervail th' exchange of joy, 
That one ſhort minute gives me in her fight: 
Do thou but cloſe our hands with holy words, 


Then love-deyouring death do what he dare, 


It is enough I may but call her mine. | 
Fri. Theſe violent delights have violent ends, 
And in their triumph die like fire and powder, 
Which as they meet, conſume. The ſweeteſt hon 
” INES its woe deliciouſneſs, | 
nd in the taſte. confounds the appetite+: 1c. 
Therefore love mod'rately, long ove doth ſo 
Too ſwift arrives as tardy as too flowW. q 3 
Enter Julie. 


" £ = 


Here comes the lady. O ſo li be a Coen 


A lover may beſtride the goſſamour, 
© That idles in the wanton ſummer air, 
© And yet not fall, ſo light is vanity, _ - _. 
Jul. Good- even to my ghoſtly confeſſor. 
Fri. Romeo (hall thank thee daughter for us both. 
Jul. As much tochim, elſe are his thanks too much, 
Rom, Ah Juliet, if the meaſures of thy joy 
Be heapt like mine, and that thy skill be more 


| To blazon it; then ſweeten with thy breath 


This neighbour air, and let rich muſick's tongue 
Unfold th' imagin'd happineſs, that both 
Receive in either, by this dear encounter. 

Jul. Conceit more rich in matter than in words, 
Brags of his. ſubſtance, not afernament: 


They are but beggars that can count their oy 


Ro M EO and JUrLtEr. 43 
But my true love is grown to ſuch exceſs, 2 
cannot ſum up one half of my wealth. | 
Fri, Come, come with me, and we will make ſhort 
work, 
For, by your leaves, you ſhall not ſtay alone, 


Till holy church incorp'rate two in one. [ Exeuns. 
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ACT WM. SCENE I. 
The STREET, 

i 
S 


Pray thee good Mercutio, let's retire, 
The day is hot, the Capulets abroad, 
And if we meet we ſhall not ſcape a 
JI brawl 3 Fl, TELLS. 
For now theſe hot days is the mad blood 
GT” "RP; 39344919 9h 
| Mer. Thow art like one of thoſe fel- 
lows, that when he enters the confines of a tavern, 
claps me his ſword upon the table, and ſays, God ſend 
me no need of thee : and by the operation of a ſecond 
2 it on the drawer, when indeed there is no 
need. "23% Pie een 
Ben, Am I like ſuch a fellow? © . 5 
Mer. Come, come, thou art as hot a Jack in thy 1 
mood as any in Haly; and as ſoon mov'd to be moo- | 
dy, and as ſoon moody to be mov'd. | . 
1 


Ben. And what to? % ann 
Mer, © Nay, an there were two ſuch, we ſhould 
have none ſhortly, for one would kill the other. Thou! : 
why thou wilt quarrel with a man that hath a hair 
more, ox a hair leſs in his beard than thou haſt W | 

4 4 | 
| | 


— —_ „ 


with a man for coughing in the ſtreet, becau 


ITib. Lou ſhall find me apt enough to that, Sit, 


- Mer. Could you not take ſome occaſion without ge 
ving? | FT 


Mer. Conſort! what, doſt thou mak e us minſrels!! 
thou make minſtrels of us, look to hear nothing bu 


Jou dance. zounds! conſort! 


Ben. We talk here in he publick haunt of men: 
off 4 X gaze, + + 0 
wi} not budge for no man's pleaſure, I. 


a * 
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* wilt quarrel with a man for cracking nuts, having 
no other reaſon, but becauſe thou haſt hazel eyes; 
* what eye, but ſuch an eye, would ſpy out ſuch ; 
* quarrel ? thy head is as full of quarrels, as an egy i 
© full of meat, and yet thy head hath been beaten u 
* addle as an egg for quarelling 1 thou haſt quarrel 
e he hath 

* wakened thy dog that hath lain aſleep in the {un 
© Didſt thou not fall out with a tailor for wearing hi 
© new doublet before Eaſter? with another, for tin 
© his new ſhoes with old ribband? and yet thou al 
tutor me for quarrelling! g 

Ben, If I were ſo apt to quarrel as thou art, any mat 
ſhould buy the fee ſimple. of my life for an kour al 
a quarter, 

Mer. The fee-ſimple } O ſimple! | 

Eater Tibatt, Petruchio, and others. 

Ben, By my head here come the Capulets, 

Mer. By my heel I care not. y 

Ti6, Follow me cloſe, for 1 will ſpeak to them: 
Gentlemen, 8 a word with one of you. 
Aer. And but one word with one of us? couple 
with ſomething, make it a word and a blow. 


you will give me occaſion. 


as A DMS wa, wh 


Tib. Mercxtio, thou conſorr't with Rome —— 


diſcords : here's my fiddleſtick; here's that ſhall mait 

Laying his hand on his Sun 
Either withdraw into ſome private place, 
Or reaſon coldly of your grievances, 


Or elſe depart ; here all eyes gaze on us. | 
Aer. Mens eyes were made to look, arid let ths 


E 
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| Enter Romeo. 
Ib. wil peace be with you, Sir, here comes my. 


Mer, Nut n be hang'd Sir, if he un your livery 1 
Marry go fitſt to field, be'Il be your follower, 
Your e in that ſenſe may call him man. 
Iib. Romeo, the hate I beat thee can afford 
No better term than this; thou art a villain, 
Rom, Ti batt, the reaſon that I have to love thee, 
Doth much excuſe the appertaining rage. 
To ſuch a 1. villain I am none, 
Therefore fatewel, Eſee thou know'lt me not. 
Iib. Boy, this ſhall not excule the injuries 
That thou haft done me, therefore turn and draw. 
Rem. 1 do proteſt I never injur'd thee, 
But love thee better than thou can'ſt deyife ; 
Till thou ſhalt know the reaſon of my love. 
And ſo good Capulet (whoſe name. tender 
As dearly as my own) be ſatisfied. 
Mer. O calm, diſhonqurable vile ſubmiſſion! _ 
Alla ſtucathe carries it away. | 
Tibalt, you rat-catcher, will you walk? 
Tib, What would'ſt thou ern with mne? 
Mer. Good king of cats, nothi N one of your 
nine lives, dat mean to make bo and as on 
ſhall uſe me hereafter, dry-beat the "teſt * eigh 
Will you pluck your Sword out of his pilcher by Abe 
ears? Make haſte, len mine be 2 om earz ere 
i. 1 out. 1 | [nn 
Tib, 1 am for yoww + _ 5. Dan . 
Rom. Gentle Mercut io, put thy dier ap. win 
Mer, Come, Sir, your pallado, Mer. and Tib. ght. 


- 


Gentlemen— for Thame forbear this 3 7 
Tibalt— Mercutis the prince A 
Forbidden bandying in Verona 
Hold Tibalt, good Mercxtio,. . rb 
12 am hurt 
lague of both the houſes! I s 5 
gone, and hath nothing? 


Rom. Draw, Benvolijo—. beat down their weapans—— 


— . 
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Ben, What, art thou hurt? 

Mer. Ay, ay, aſcratch, a ſcratch ; marry tis en 
Where is my page: go, villain, fetch a ſurgeon. 
Rom. Courage man, the hurt cannot be much. 
Mer, No, tis not ſo deep as a well, not fo wide as 
a church-door, but tis enough, 'twill ſerye : ask for me 
to-morrow, and you ſhall find me a grave-man, 1 am 
pepper'd, I warrant, for this world : a plague of both 
your houſes! What? a dog, a rat, a mouſe, a cat, to 
ſcratch a man to death? a raggart, a rogue, a villain, 
that fights by the book of arithmetick ? why the deyil 
came you betweenus? I was hurt under your arm, 

Rom. I thought all for the betr. 
Mer. Help me into ſome houſe, Ben volio, 3 
Or I ſhall faint, a plague o' both your houſes ! -* 
They haye made worms meat of me, 
have it, and ſoundly too your houſes. 


[ Exe, Mer. Ben, 
8 C n 


FI 


Rom. This gentleman, the prince's near allie, 
My very friend, hath got his mortal hurt 
In my bebalf ; my reputation ſtain d 4 
With Tibalt's ander; Tibalt, that an hour 
Hath been my couſin : O ſweet Fuliet, 
Thy beauty hath made me effeminate, 
And in my temper ſoftned valour's ſteel, + 
"4 Enter Benvoliooo. 
'Ben, O Romeo, Romeo, brave Mercutio's dead, 
That gallant {ſpirit hath aſpir'd the clouds, © 
Which too untimely here did ſcorn the earth. 
Rom. This red lack fate on more days does de- 
| end, 
This but * the woe, others muſt end. 
3 Enter Tibalt. 
Ben. Here comes the furious Tibal: back again! 
Nom. Alive? in triumph? and Mercutis ſlain ? 
Away to heav'n reſpective lenity, © - 
And fire-ey'd fury be my conduct now! . 
Now, Tibalt, take the villain back again, uy 
| q > a4 « * - 4 


- 


— 
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at late thou gay'ſt me; for .Mercutio's ſoul” 18 
but a little Way above our heads, . 
saying for thine to keep him company?” 
Or thou or I, or both, muſt go with bim 
lib. Thou wretched boy, that did'ſt conſort him here, 
alt with him hence. e "73 : 09} 
Rom. This ſhall determine that. 


[They fight, Tibalt falls. 
Ben, Romeo, away, begone : | 8 


The citizens are up, and Tibalt ſlain 

ad not amaz'd, the prince will doom thee death, 

thou art taken: hence, be gone, away. - 
dom. O! I am fortune's fool, 4 
Ben, Why doſt thou ſtay? {Exit Romeo. 


SCENE III. 
Enter Citizens, 


Cit, Which way ran he that kill'd Mercutio? 
11bals that murderer, which way ran he? 
Ben. There lyes that Tibalt. | 
Cit. Up Sir, go with me : 5 
charge thee in the prince's name obey, _. 
Enter Prince, Mountague, ulet, their wives, &c. 
Prin, Where are the vile 1 of this fray ? 
Ben. O noble prince, I can diſcover all 
The unlucky manage of this fatal brawl : 
There lies the man flain by young Romeo, 
That flew thy kinſman brave Iſercutio. 
La. Cap, Tibalt my couſin! O my brother's child, 
Unhappy ſight ! alas the. blood is ſpyl'd: - - - 
Of my dear kinſman Prince as thou art true, 
For blood of ours, ſhed blood of Mountague. N 
Prin. Ben volio, who began this fray ? 1 
Ben. Tibalt here ſlain, whom Romeo's hand did ſlay: 
Romeo that ſpoke him fair, bid him bethink | 
How nice the quarrel was, and urg'd withal . 
Your high diſpleaſure: all this uttered .._. . 


Vith gentle breath, calm look, knees humbly 
Could not take truce with the unruly ſpleen - 


bow'd, 
2 
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With. pi . Bo ae 5 9 als... 
W ho Naa F, duft Geadfy point to poi 
And With 2 martial ſcorn, with one hand bd beats bi. 
Gdld-deatii-efite; und with the vtker randy” 


It back to Tibalt, mhoſgadtteticy 2 


| 

. Retort omeo he cries loud 

Held eee ede et and —— . tongus 
N. Sac rr 


| His agil arm beats of x 

AF And'twixt them es; 277 en 

i An viſt kom 1 155 

| Of ſtout Mfercutio, und 19 0 

| But by and by come back to 0 1 2 al por Hh it 
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8 
And As he fell, did Remes r wo 07 99 87 $39Y0. 
1 is 1 0 or let Ben ve o die... 


He 's a Kinſman” to the 2064 i 0 
Cap. L 98 
Affcgiedl makes hit Falſe, h he Fr 5 8 
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Some twenty of them fo cht i in, 
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new him, be 11 flew Mer _—_— 8 
Who new OK noms if Hit Ver Blood dt LOWE. e 
LT 0, Peine, be Wy "Manon? 
His fault 7 it hath e an ered 
The lifetof Tibals, © | FF. 8 z 7 
Prin. And for that ebe 4 eh wad * 
Immediately - we do exile e Wr oo! bt 
| 1 have aniwefreſt in your hearts ing.: 
| My blood for yburrufe ie 0 A Foy % 
But I'll amerce you with A. 85 b! 
That you ſhall alt tepent” tial "Ye $ of mi q: wn x 
I will be aaf to fleading and Tal e 
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zeic hence this body, and attend our will: 
„ Morey but murders, pardoning thoſe that kill. 

; | DM. TEL [Exeune. 
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: SCENE oo 7” 
An Apirimint in Capulet's Houſe, 
Euter Juliet alone. 


4. (I ALLOP,apece, you fiory-fanted feeds, 
a G To Phabus' r | a waggonef 
As Phaeton, Would whip you to the weſt, - 
And bring in cloudy night immediately. . 

Spread thy cloſe curtain, Jove-performing night, 

That run-aways eyes may wink: and Romeo 

Leap to theſe arms, untalkt of and unſenn, 

Lovers can ſee te do their am'rous rites 

By their own beautics : or if love be blind, 

It beſt agrees with night. Come, civil night, 

Thou ſober-ſuited matron, all in black, 

And learn me how te loſe a winning match, 

Play'd for a pair of ſtainleſe maidenheads. x 
Hood my unmann'd blood baiting in my cheeks, 

With thy black mantle; till ſtrange love, grown bold, 
Thinks true love ace, simple 3 | oa 
Come night, conte-Remes, come thou day in night, 
For thou wile lye upon the wings of night. 
Whizer than new ſnow an the raven back: - 
Come gentle night, come loving black brow'd night, 
Give me my. Remes, and when be ſhall die 
Take him and cut him out in little ſtars, 

And he will make the face of heav'n ſo fine, 
That all the world will be in love with night, 
And pay no worſhip to the gariſh ſun, 

O, 1 have bought the manſion of a love, 
But not \pofe(s'd it 3 and though I am ſold, 
Not yet enjoy'd;;- ſo tedious is this day, 

As is the night before-ſome feſtival, - | 
To an impatient child that hath new robes, © 
And may not wear them. O here comes my nurſe! 

| Enter Nurſe with cards. N 
And ſhe brings news, 123 every tongue that ſpeaks 
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at Rowro md lang. 
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And with a mürtial ſcorn, with one hand beats 
Cold death vide; und witty the other fende 

It back to Iibalt, whoſe;dexterity 7 

Retorts it; Romeo he cries aloud, 

Hold friends; friends part! and (wiftbrthif his tongug 


His agil arm beats jou wn their! fatal points, 
And 'twixt them ruthes ; undernea 


wh 

An envious thruſt from ie It Fit the 10 2 

Of ſtout Mfercutio, and then 14% 

But by and by come back to "Romeo, ... 1 0170 * 
Who had but "newly « entertainid Fe) enge, Te! dene 


And to't they go like lightning; for ere. ** 


* 
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Could draw to part them, was tout, * mn 
And as he fell, did Romeo turn go 75 tn ard 279 
This is the truth, or let Ben volle ie... 


$07 £05 A” ſ . 


Maientague, © 
Affection makes him falſe, 5 be 1p eaks not tr 


Some twenty of them fought in 55 black fr. . 
And all thoſe twenty couſd hut "kill one Nile, Ont 
I beg for juſtice," which thou prin muſt. give + 
Ro eo fhew Tibalt, Romeo muſt Bot. Yes. nr bY. for 
Prin. Romeo flew him, be Mew Mercato, 411 
Who now the price of hit dear blood dot! owe. 


La. Cap. ince, be * n 
fiend, : Romeo, ' prin a 5 Me 


His fault contludes' but what t e Jaw. end, 
The life of Tibals. ** Kovid 


La. Cap. He is a Kinſman to the Main} 
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But I'll amerce you wich ſo Rrong a. 4 Genf! 
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Beat hence this body, and attend our will: 
« Morey but anurders, .pardoning thoſe that kill. 
"© 387-298 fond [Exeune. 
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SCENE Iv. 
— in Capulet's Houſe, 
Enter Juliet alone. 


ul. f ALLOP.a vou flery-facted teeds, 
7 G 9 1 


—ê 


To Phabus man 
As Phaeton, would whip you to the weſt, 
And bring in cloudy night immediztely, _ 
Spread thy cloſe curtain, love-performing night, 
That run-aways eyes may wink: and Romeo 
Leap to theſe arms, untalkt of and unſenn, 
Lovers can ſee to do their am'rous rites 
By their own beautics : or if love be blind, 
It-beſt agrees with night. Come, civil night, 
Thou ſaber-ſuited- matron, all in black, 
And learn me how te loſe-a winning match, 
Play'd for a pair of ſtainleſs maidenheads. | 
Hood my unmann'd blood baiting in my cheeks, 
With thy black mantle; till ſtrange love, grown bold, 
Thinks true love a@ed, ſimple 3 
Come night, come Romeo, come thou day in night, 
For thou wilt lye upon the wings of nigbt, 
Whiter than new ſnow an the rayen's back!: 
Come gentle night, come loving black - brow'd night, 
Give me my. Romes, and when be ſhall die 
Take him and cut him out in little ſtars, 
And he will make the face of heav'n ſo fine, 
That all the world will, be in love with night, 
And pay no werſhip to the gariſh ſun, 
O, I have bought the manſion of a love, - 
But not poſſeſs'd it ; and though I am ſold, 
Not yet enjoy'd; ſo tedious-is this day, 
As is the night before ſome feſtival, 
To an impatient child that hath new robes, 
And may not wear them. O here comes my nurſe! 


— 


| Enter Nurſe with cords. Nas. 
And ſhe brings news, and every tongue that ſpeaks 
0 | 


_ 
* | .. * 
> — 
4 
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ö Þid ever dragon keep ſo * a cave ? 


Roo and uL ET. 


But Romed's name, ſpeaks heay'nl! eloqu ence ; 
Now nurſe, What news.? What haſt thou there? 
The cords that Romeo bid thee fetch 2 1 

Nurſe. Ay, ay, the cord. 

wh Ay me, what new?: 
y doſt thou wring thy hands? 

"x Ab welladey he's dead} he's dead, he's dead! 
We are undone, lady, we are undone 
__ the day! he's gone, be's kill'd, he's dead. 
Can heayen be ſo envious 2 | £55 
. Romeo can, 5 
Though heav'n cannot. O Romeo: Naber lg 


'Who ever would have thought it, Rimes} © 


Jul. Whit devil art thou, that does tormetit me thay 


This torture ſhould be roar'd in diſmal hell. e 


Hath Remes lain himſelf? ! ſay thou böt 
And that bare vowel ay, Matt iſon'my 
Than the death-darting eye © ee 
Nurſe. IL ſaw the Wound, I ſay it ms eps 
God ſave the mark, here on his manly br Wok 
A piteous coarſe, a bloody piteous ee af 
Pale, pale as aſhes, all-bedaub'd in blood, 
All in gore blood, I ſwooned at the fight. : 
Jul. O break, my beart—poor bankrup e Foe 
To priſon, eyes! ne'er look on len; * 1 3 
Vile earth to earth reſign, end motion nete, Ne 
And thou and Romeo preſs one heavy bier? 
Nurſe, O Tibalt, Tibalt, the beſt friend Thad; / 
O courteous Tybalt, honeſt gentlenian, © 
That ever I ſhould live to ſee thee dead. 
Jul, What ſtorm is this that blows ſo contrary? 
Ts Romeo Fi pe d ? aud is Tybalr dead? 
My dear-loy'd couſin, and my dearer lords 
Then let the trumpet ſound the general doom, .. 
For who is living, if thoſe two are gone? 
Nurſe. Tibalt is dead, and Romeo 121 
Romeo that kilbd him, he is baniſhed, © 
Jul. O God! did Romes's hand ſhed bali. s blood 
Nurſe, It did, it did, alas the day! it q id. 
Jul. O ſerpent beart, hid with F flouring tee, 


Zeautilul 


a 99 ringen a "% a * —_ 
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 Romro and Jux. ""__ 


Bewtifal fle elical! * 
0 auge Af, ek to do in hell, 


When thou didſt 1 75 the ſpirit of a end wh 
In mortal paradiſe of ſuch ſweet fleſh? 

Was ever — containing ſuch Vile mat er 

So fairly bound 2 O that deceit ſhould e 


In ſuch a gorgeous palace. <5 
Nurſe, There's no truſt n * 

No faith, no boneſty in men; all 15 hi $64 

All, all forſworn; all naught; and all di blert 


Ah, where's my man ! give me [. me 1 
Theſe griefs, theſe woes, theſe ſortows make me old! 
Shame come. Ne 7 3 
ul, Bliſter'd be thy tongue, 

ht, d ls not born to ſhame, | 
Upon his brow me is alham'd to fit; 
For "tis a thrage where honour may be crown'd, 
Sole monarch of the univerſal earth. 
O what a, beaſt was I to, chide bim o 
Nurſe. Will you ſpeak well of kim that Erd dagen cba t | 

Jul, Shall, I ſpe.k ill of bim that is my busband ? 
Ah poor =, lord, what tongue ſhall ſmooth thy name, 
When I thy three hours wife have mangled i:? 
Bat bene ville villa in didſt thou kill my coufiq ?. 
That villain couſin would haye kill'd wo husband. 
Leck fooliſh, tears, back to your native ſpring; 
Your tributary,drops, belong to woe, 
Which you miffaking offer up to joy. _ | 
My husband lives that Tibalt would have ata; | 
And Tibalt dead that would have kill'd my husband}; 
All this is comfort ; wherefore weep I then! 
Some word thete was worler than Tibal:'s death 
That murdey, Ame; 1 Wer moe it fin, 
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Ravenous dove, n raren. e 
Volviſh- -ravening lamb, ' b 18d naval 
velplled ſubje& of divinoſt ſhow: 2 
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But oh it prefſes to m Ac 
Lixe damned guilty eeds to nhers minds; 
Tibalt is dead, "and Rome . aol ¹ 
That haniſbed, that one word banthel, 
Hath' lain ten thouſand Tibalns: THale* death 
Was woe enough, it it had ended there: 
Or if fow'r woe engen th fettowſhip, 1154 / . 
And needly will be rank'd with other 1 bod! 
Why follow'd ner, ben ſhe ſaid I. Head, Ga 
Thy Father or thy Mother, hay. or herb? 
\ But with a rear- ward following Tiba t death, 
| Romeo is baiſhed——"to ſpeak that word;” 15 
Is father, mother, Tibalz, Romeo, Folie, ot 05106 
All ſlain, all dead! Romeo is hani. 
) There is no end, no limit, meaſure, bound? 
In that word's death; no words can that Wee found. 
Where is my father, 2nd my mother, nurfer 10s 7 
ö - Nurſe, Weeping aud walling over Tib###"$'coarſe,” 
Will you go to them? 1 will bring you thither, 77 
Ful Waſk they his wounds with tears ewige Mill 
be ſpent 
When theirs are dry, for Rome's niht ; 
Nurſe, Hie to your chamber, I'll find Romeo, 
| To comfort you. I wor well where he ig. 
| Hark ye, your Romeo will be here at night y' 
J'll 4 = wt is hid at Lawrence cell. 
Jul. O find him, give this ring to my true kni 
And bid him come, ro - ee Ian farowel, 5190 gt 
8 en, 
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The Monaſtery, com 
Enter Friar Lawrence nn REDS 


Fri, R O M EO come forth, come. N e 
man, 45775 | 

Alffliction is .enamowr'd o thy parts: . 

| And thou art — to ealamity. * 40. Pr 

f Rom. Father, what news What i is f 1 n 


_ What ſorrow craves: ac ance, At mj. hand Mons: 
That I yet know, 089) an ac nem bem be 
Fri. Too famil AC Jo NEST 2550] Whine rg": Is 


1 7 


ö , œ EEE, Wc. 


* 


Nene e Efe ne 
Is my dear ſon with ſuch: ſowar e, du ali 


1 bring thee ridings of the; prince dn ?: 
Rom. = Jie chan . s 14 prince' 
dom ? 


Fri. A gentlet judgment vanilh'd from, his lip. 1 
Not body's death, but bogy'sbaniſnment. 
Rom. Ha, bamſhmem ! be mereiful, ſay deatg ; 
For exile kath mote tertor in bis ok 
Than death it felf... Do not ſay baniſuiment. 
Fri. Here from Verava art thou baniſhed + 
Be patient, for the worlds broad and wide, 
Rom. There it no World without Yerona's walls, 
But purgatorys torture hell it ſelf... + 
Hence baniſhed. is bamih'd-from the nn 181 81 
and world: exil'd is demb Calling death banſhment, * 
Thou cutiſt m head off with a golden aa, 
And ſmil'ſt upos the ſtroak that murthers me. 
Fri. O deadiy un! © made unthankfu nes! 
Thy fault our la colls death; but the kind pynce 
Taking thy'part'heth- ruſtet a ſude the law, * - 
And turn'd-that black word death to baniſhment. . 
This is meer merey.: and thou feeſt it not. 
Rom, Pis torture, and nat mercy: beav'n in ere 
Where Juliet lives an, every cat and dog * 
And little mouse evoty unworchy thing 
Lives here in hewen, and may look on ber. did. 
But Ronreo may not. More validity, 
More honourable ſtate, more courtſhip ue 
In carrion flies, than Romeo : they may tt warp 
On the white wonder of dear Fuliets hand; 
And ſteal immortal N from her lips 1 
But Romeo may not, ke 15 banifhed'? 
O father, hadſt chom ne ſtreng poiſon mixt, 
No ſharp- ground knife, ne pretive means of 
But baniſhment to torture me withaF? © 
O Friar, the damned uſe that word Fry Rel; 
Howlings attend it: new heb thou the'h 
Being a divine, a ghoſtly 'confelldy, 
A ſin. ifolves” and my friend. 
To mangle me 


. 
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Minen? 


that word ; 
Fri. Fond mad-man, heas me mars N 


N 
＋ 


Rem. O thou wit n 


* 


14 Rowxoan Juiitr. 


Fri, I give thee armour. ig bear off aw. 
Adverſity's ſweet milk, philoſophy, 
To comfort.tbee, tho thou art e 1 
Rom, Let baniſhed? hang up pbiloſop 
Unleſs philoſophy can make a wliet, | 1 T 
Diſplanz a town, te verſe a Etat g do%ʒq 
It helps not. it preyails not, talk na more 
Fri. O then I ſee that mad men have no cars, 
Rom. How ſhould they, when that wiſe menu no 
eyes ? 
Tri. 1 me diſpute with thee of thy. eſtate,” * 
Rem. Thou cibſt not ſpeak, of WE hau doll not 
Wert thou as young as I, Juliet thy love. Jaekel: 
An heur but married, Tibals mur hered. res 
Doting like me, and like me baniſbed;, 
Then might'f thou ſpeak, then might ft on tear ty 
And all >. n the ground as. I do o ;;.... (bair, 
Taking the meaſure of an unmade graye... 
{ Throwing 1 en 2 55 
Fri. Auile, one knocks; good Romeo 


Thou wilt be taken—ſtay a while— 


Run to my ſtud y——Þy and e 5 way 
What wil 1 is this — I come, 1 come, ot 


k wit 2 


Who 1 ſo bard } me cee you: a 5 
W tos . 11 7 sb lost 
Nur ſe. (Mithin. ] Let me come in, 45 7s.) 
know my errand ;.- 4 
I comg from lady Jaller. bs asi nne 
4 Fri. wan. then, ITE 519 vn ont 38 mat t' 


Enter. Nurſe, ach o 170 
Nurſe. O holy Friar, oh tell we boly F u ig 
Whereis my lady's Jord:} where's. R% . .;; 
Fri, Jo rag ale, — dankee 


Nurſe. O he js. even in my miltreſs's ale. 3 
Juſt in her caſe, O-woful Rafe r 
Piteous predieament! even ſo lies wan loo! i 
Blubbering and: Pint weeping an TRIAD 4 
Why ſhould-you fall into noh r,, 

Jof a 


Rom. Nurſe. 2112 1G 2%7. 7 Ti H 
Nurſe. Ah Sir ! ah Sir! — Death lr f e en 


Romgo and JULIET. L 


Rom. Speak 'ſt thou of Juliet / how is it with ber t 
Doth not ſhe think me an old murtherer, 
Now I have ſtain'd the child-hood of our joy 
With blood, remov'd but little from her own C 
Where is ſne? and how does ſhe ? and what ſays 
My conceal'd ly, to dur cancell'd love? 

"Nur e. O ſhe ſays nothing; Sit, but weeps and woe pa, 
And now falls on — bed; and then tarts up 
and Tibalt cries, and then on Romeo ge? 0 
And then down falls again. | 

Rom. As if that name 
Shot from the deadly level of a gun = 
Did murther her, 4s that name's-curſed Tee" ; 
Murther'd her kinſman. Tell me, Friar tell . 1 
In what vile part of this anatoñ ) | |: 
Doth my name lodge? tell we, that Fray ck 400 | 
The hateful manſion, © ©; Ii gin gos 1 

Fi, Hold thy defperate bend g z aq 16 bas | 
Art thou a man? thy form cries out, ou arte 4 
Thy tears are womahiſh, thy wild acts do note — 
Th. unreaſonzble fury = a beaſt. Wo 
enn haſt amaz d pe, 3 my holy 5 order, 

It ** t ofition better temper' 
Haſt th au ll 2 thou flay thy ſelf? 
And fy 1 thy lady too, that lives in"thee 2 © | | 
What, ron rey man, thy Juliet is dive, 1898. 
For whoſe dear ſake thou waſt but lately dead: 
There art thou bappy. Tibalt would kill hee, 
But thou ſlew'ft TIibalt; there thou'rt happy too. 
The law that threatned death became thy friends 
And turn'd it to exile ; there art thou 5 W 1 
A pack of bleſſings light upon thy back, 
Happineſs courts thee in her beſt artay,” 
But like a misbehay'd and ſullen wench, = - - 
Thou pout'ſt upon thy fortune ant thy love. | . 
Take heed, take Redd” for ſuch die er 
Go get thee t6 thy love, as was decreed,” (+ -: 
Aſcend her chamber, hence'and — 0 
But look thou ſtay not till the watch be ſet, 
For then thou can 'ſt not pals td Mamu, 
os thou ſhaItlive,* ean find a time 

To blaze your marriage . A your friends, 

16-7 Fu 7 + F a 


Of my oe er: I think ſue will be rul'd 


3 — ] — — < - uy — 22 


ſs. Renne WN 


Bop pardon of thy prinee, 22 call thee ba 
With yyenty bufrdred oo Core Lee 11 
Thanithou went ſt forch in ſame station: 
Go before, nurſe; commentimeto'thyladyy: 1», 
And bid*hef haſten alt theihoufe to bed _—_ 
W hich heavy vy ſorrow makes them/apt untos C9297) 
e uud &&T 3 +5644 & fer ee | „dial M- 
Nurſe. tone baverftaid-bereel alght longs 
To ee pood. counſel oh, what tearning is! © | 
My lord, I'll ten my ſady yon. will Ces! n 
Rem. Do ſo, and bid my ſœeet prepate to da 
Nu7fe. Here, Sir, a ring ſhe bid me give v e 
Hie you, make haſte, for it growe very 
Rem. Nowwell my. comfort/is reyivid by this ! 
Fri, Sojourn in Mantua; II! fiad out your man, 
And he ſhall ſignifle from time to time 
Every gobd hap to you that chances here?: | 
Give me thy hand, tis late, farewel, good-night, 


Rom. Bum that a {t | 07. calls out MY 
It were 2 grief, fo bracts pore wi . 


* — ä 


ms ws 


wi I» o« 
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"GENE Vi nd 0? | 

Ceßaeen Hauſe EY” 
rater Capes, Ledy Capulet, and Pat, 

Cap. T have fuln out. Sir, ſo. unſuckiiyx. 


That we have had no une to move wi 
ugbiter ;: : . a 
Look yeu, fie Jov's, her kinſman Likats denily; 
And fo did 1 — Well, we wee born to dig wn 
'Tis very late, elne: come downts- night,” | 
Par. Theſe times af woe aFordno wine to Wong: 


Madam, good night, comment me ta jour: N | 
Cap. 1 , I wülwabe a deſperate tender. 5 


In all reſpe&s by me, nay 2 L IT ", 


But ſoft, what daꝶ is this & 


Pay. Monday, my lord. 2135 Fear «iq 
Cap. Monday q ha ha! ANY Foy we fe 


On Thurſday.let it he: you ſhall/betngity'd.;/ 1 4 
nn oa Ec iend * | 


A. 


eee Yoninr. Cat 


183.883 { ; 
For, hark you; Tibalarbeing Hain, fp. e.. 
24 be e bu * wo 


Being our kin{many it we:ravel 
Therefore we'll hag ferns, be Ul ann fees t 


And there's an end B Nec 
Par, M Me Lwould: that 1, hr hoy were. W oi 
Cap. "Wall et you gonem on Thur /4ay. vo it. 5 
Go you to Julia ere you. go to bed, Lat dy \ 


Prepare her, wife, againſt this wedding-da 
Farewel, my lord—ligh to my Geben. 
Good- — 3 241 214 20 rk rant. 
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ud HQ Fq Init ou: |; 
| The Gardes. N. 

Enter Romeo . Julie Aus 6% 6 window z 4 a1 


| rape fg. 
Jul.“ W 177 thou be gone it is not yet near day: 
hat pi 


* the N — — and not the Lark, 
' Nightly ſhe De om yond porngra nate tree: 


of thine ear; 
' Believe me, love, it was the rightingale, 

Rom. It was the Lark, the herald of the morn, 
No Nightingale Look; love, what envious fxeaks 
Do lice the ſevering clouds in yopoer eaſt: 1 
Nigbt's candles ate burnt out, and jocund day 
* Stands tiptoe on the miſty mouptain tops. 

I muſt be. gene and live, or ſtay and dye. 5 

Jul. Yon light is not day- Tate I know it Pb: 

0 1 1 muy that the fun E . 
* To be to tbee this night a torch bearer, 

And ligbt thee on 11 to Mantua Bod 

* Then ſtay a white, thou 115 not go 19 t Barn : 

Row, © Let me then, flax, let me be ta en anddye; 
; ute wilt haye, i It lo, am content. .,, TH IP 

yor gray 1s not the marging's gye. ST 
N bus the pale reflex of Cynihaa's, WOW, 


„Ly ie f 1 de 8 
© The vaulty 12 ek F8 p 10 hoo” 
* And not the La 


ſten 0 mo 

„Come death 480 2 9 95 YE Jules wills it ſo, 

What ſays my love? let” 4 talk, it is not da. 
$ 


— 
0m —— .. —— 


78 Neu uu. 


Ful. It is, it is, bie hence, be „away: 
t is the lark that ſingt ſo out o tune, H 
Svaining harſh diſcorde, and uh plenfing ſharps. - 15 
Some ſay the lark makes ſweet viſion nn 
This doth not ſo: for ſhe dividers uu. 
Some ſay, the lark and Jloathed toad eyes, 
4 O now! would they had chang'd voices td 
O now be gone, miore lige and Ngbr ir grows. i1 
1 Rom. mien love 5 one Kis, and 1H deſcend, 
rer Nur Ord 
Nur Madam. Amed vic 
Jul. Nurſe; U Grin 


Nurſe. Your lady morhors roming tory Y6Urchamber; 
The day is — be wary; look | 
Jul. Art thou gone (0? tore "lord" ah hoebind! friend! 


s ] muſt heat fromthee ev'ry day in thi hour, | 
] Fr in a minute there are many days: How «9 
i 

[ 

| 

| 


O by this count 1 ſhall be much in ver * 
Ere 1 again bebold my Ri.. 
Rom, Farewel : 1 will omit no opportunity, 
That may convey my greetings; Py to hee. 
Ful. O chink'ſt thou we ſhall ever meet 8067 . 
Rom. I doubt it not, and all theſe-w6e# ſhalt lerve 
For ſweet diſcourſes, in our time to came. 
Jul. O God I have an ill-divinin — 4 057 8 | 
Methinks I ſee thee, now thou art Fele ** 
As one dead in the bottom of a' tomb: 12, 376 K. 
: "TIF dont; 
Either my te- A or chow bool M pale,” | 
Rom. And truſt me, love, in mine eye ſodo you: 
Dry Sorrow cles our blood. Adieu, adieu. Ex, 


. 4 3, 
buf $3 C&EN RYH GS. 
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| Enter Juliet. 1. — 


. 


A ad. Oh fanuine, fortune, all men call ther fickle 
If thou art fickle, what: doft thou wick him | 

1 That Na Free — be fickle: — | 
\ For then I hope thou wilt not ke dun lan —_ 
3 But fend bim back. wy ls bl in r Au 
N bc bas ner em J0% eb 


4 18 . 


4 1 2 
; {at bs 


Ro Mx O Anαο⏑ο LIE T. FS 


T 18 Eater lady Capulet. Rich 
La, Cap. Ho-daughter, are you; up ? ie 1 
Jul, Whois that calls, ãs ĩt m oy mother: 
What unaceuſtom d esuſe procures het hither? 
La. Cap. Why hew now, Juliet D Ort 139! BE | 
Jul, Madam, iin 50 lll 
La. Cap. Evermore weeping for yout couſin is death ꝰ 


What, wilt thou waſh bim from bis grave wich tears 7 


Jul. Let let me weep for ſuch a feeling loſs. © | 


La, Cap. Well girl, shou-weep'lt not ſo much for 


his death, 471% | 
As that the villain lives which flaughtet'd bim. 
Jul. What villain, madamim 
La, Cap. That ſame villaio, Rom. 
Jul. Villaia and he are many miles aſunder. 
La, Cap. Content thee, girl. II 1 could find a 
I ſoon would ſend 40 Menine Where be is, T 
And give him ſuch an unaccuſtom'd dram , 
That he ſhould ſoon keep. Tibalt company.  * 
Jul. Find xou the means, and I'll find ſuch a man, 
For while be lives, my haart mall ne'er be light 
'Till I behald him dead —is my poor heart, 
Thus for a Kin man yext2 1 1 4 16 | 
La, Cap. Well, let that paſs. 80 
come to bring thee joyful tydings, girl; - „ 
Jul. And,joy. comes well in ſuch a needful time. 
What are they, Ibeſeech your ladyſhi ? 
Ls, Cap. Well, well, chou haſta cateſul father, child 
One, ha to put thee from thy keavine(s,. ' 
Hah ſorted out a ſudden. day of joy. 44] 
That thou expeR'ſ{tmot, nor 1 leck not for. 41 
Jul. Madam, in, happy time, what day is this? 
La. Cap. Marry, my Cc id, early next /day morn,, 
The gallant, young and-noble gentleman, 
The county Pari, at St. Peter's church, 
Shall happily make tlie a joyful bride. | 
Jul. Now by St. Peter's. church, and Perertoo,. 
He ſhall not make methere-a\joyfuk- btide. 
I wonder at this hafte; that I muſt, wed 
Ere he that muſk he husband ο mes to wooe. 
1 pray you tl my lord and father, madam,, 
1 wil not marry yet, and when 1 de, 
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60 Ro f, . 
| It ſhall be Romeo, whore you | 
Kather than Paris. Theft: 

La. Cup. Here comes your fatherz ten h 


ſelf, - al bed M5 V B01 333 0 
And ſee how be will tabe u W yu Make 01.21 | 
Euter Capulet and e Ne 
"Cap. How bo. > hes. aro hog II {AM i teen! 
| Kvermore how ring? — Bas Ny 
4 Thou counterfeit'ſt a bark, a ſea; 4 4 at dh * 
1 For ſtill thy eyes, which # my call the en 4 
il. Do ebb and flo with tears; the bark Se 
Þ Sailing in this ſalt flood: the winds phi 256 . 
. Which r-ging with thy tears, and th "I | 
i Without a ſudden calm, willeverſ' l 
| Thy tempeſt-toffed body ——— How-n ee 
Hare yon deliver'd to her our decree? 
La. Cap. Ay, Sir; den ine will none, en you 


| 

| thanks: E 
bs nive,”.” 
| 


J would the fool were * ber At 
Cap. Soft, take me with you, take me with Foy. wile, 
How, will ſhe > doth ſhe not gie ug t anks2. 
Is ſhe not el dath ſhe" not count her bieft, - 
Unworthy as ſhe is, that we "have wrou he © 
So worthy a, gentleman tobe her ka RO 
Jul. Not proud,you have; bur thanxful, that e 
Proud can I never be of What k hate, 6 
| But thankful even for hate, that is meant Joe. 
3 + Cap, Proud land 1 thankyou } and! 5 You not 
| Thank me no thankings; nor proud me ne N 
| Bur ſettle your fine joints "gain{t"Fh:/r fo ns | 
To go wth Paris to ſaint Peter's church ; 
Or | will drag thee on a hued}e- thither, " 
La. Cap. Fie, fie; what are you'tnad? © © 
Jul. Good father, l be ſte you'bn 67 wes, 
Hear me with patrehce; but ro*ſpetk a' word. 
c Cap. Hang thee, -youn g baggege, ee 
1. tell thee what, get et 40 chütch A Tard Yn. 
never after = me in the face. 
| $peak not, reply'not do not SHA ri *% ge 3920 
| My fingers heb. Wife, we Fates ths s ene 
5 That God had febt us böt this Off y bi Je 
Rut now | ſee this one ie one 100 ith, 


, * 
8 — 2 4 
« 4 , bs} # * 0 
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Rolano ei 67 
And eee an 
Out an Man tema ,, 
Nurſe. Tod n her 15 WE 
* are to blame, my lord, rad ber *N 
9. An why, my lady win: hold your tongue, 
Po mares — with your goiſi pa, go. 
ol py I ſpeak. a ede. 260 den— 
le cor hl r | 
ap. Peace 3 | hl 
1 5 2255 ober a pailp's bowel, dP if 
there we bl — by eie eon 454/500” 2 N 
= are to hot. 11% An US 
7 God 's brand, it makes memes 0 night, 
ate, ealy, . | | 
At home, abrbad; 8 in company, Ago 7 
Waking or Geeping.z Rill my" care hath dn | 
To have her machd ; and Dau ing no . 
A gentleman of. Ahle parentaga, 
Ot fair demeans, ni, and nably allied; 
Stuff'd as they lay with hongutable »iM - 
Proportion'd as ones thought ne wan: 
And then to bave a wretched puling foal, © ' 
f whining: IIB: in hex cya; F 1M 
To anſwer, IN not wed, I cannot love, | 
I am too young, I pray; you perdon — i | | 
But, if you will not wed, I pardon y | 
Gaze where you Will, you ſhall not houſe with me: 
Look to't, think on't, 1 do not uſe to jeſt. 
Thurſday is near, lay hand on heart, adviſe ; 
If you be mine, I'll give you ta my friend: 
If you be not, hangs begs ſtarve; dia ĩꝭthꝰ ſtreets 3 
For, by my ſoul, I er acknowledge thee, - 
Nor what is mige Mall ever da thae yoo n 
Truft to't, bethin v, not ha ſorfwotn. kern 
Ful. Is there no pit y N yp 
That ſees into the bottom of my grief: 
O ſweet my mother, caſt me not awaoyy 
Delay this marriage for a month,)a week, | 
Or if you do not, "make hs bridal bed a + | 
In that dim O 1 where.|TiBale lie. 
La, Cab. Tal t 40 me, for IHN not 45 a word z 
Do as thou wilt, fr Thane done with thee, _ [Irie 
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Hath aot ſo green, ſo quick, To fait an e 


62 ROMEO te r. 
N O God! O nurſe, how ſhall this 


We e 


N ſe. Faith here it is: 
N is baniſh'd, Aly rhe attending" ; 
That he dares ne'er come back to challenge al 
Or it he do, it needs,muſt-be-by ſtealth. 
Then ſince the caſe ſo ſtands as now it doth, 
I think it beſt you matried with the count. 
Oh he's a lovely gentleman « 4 
Romeo's a diſh-clout to him; an eagle, mad 


* 


As Paris hath. Behirew nary, 74 
I think you happy in rhis wes! match, 


98 
OED | 

For it excels your 0 Ad; er t if it did not, AY - 
Your firſt is dead, or *twere as good be Wi 
As Og here, and you no uſe of him. | 
peakeſt thou from thy heart?” /); 


—. and from m ky too, 185. een 
Or elſe beſnrew ein : +3 ng ** 

Jul. Amen. "X * 775 UT Fes” gh 
ſ Nurſe, What? & 2 


Jul. Well, thou haſt Sache mEmary/Ulgus much; 

Go in, and tell my Arr. Lam gone, 

Having, diſpleas'd my father, m cell, 

To make cenfeſlion, and to be abſolved,”' 
Nurſe, Marry 1 will, and this is wiſely: 
Jul. Yer t{ damnation! O mo wie ed fi 

Is it more {into wiſh me thus forfworn, © 

Or to diſpraiſe my lotd with that ſame tongue _ 

Which ſhe bath prais*d him'with above compare, 

So many thouſand times? go, counſellor,” 

Thou and my boſom hencefqrth thall'be' Vin: 

I'll to the Friar to know his remedy * 

If all elſe tail, my. ſelf have power de 5 dis. _ e 
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Lawrence. and Parts, 
FRA. | "gx? 
x N Thurſday, Sir! the time is very ſhort. 

t Har. My father Capulet will WA it o, 


dam nothing flow to ſlack his haſte. 
. You ſay 155 do not know ma 


lady min 


d 


the Far 


ASLS .. Uneven is chi courſe, Ihe i it not. 
Par. 1rd e wie s far Tibal;'s death, 

And therefore have I little ta] a of love. 
For Venus ſmiles not in a houſe of tears, 
Now, Sir, her father counts it dangerous, 
That ſhe ſhould give her ſorrow ſo much ſway ; 
Aud, in his wiſdem, hages our marriage, 
To ſtop the inundation of her tears; _ 
Which too much mood 5 by. her ek alone, 
May be put from her by ſociet 
Now do you know the reaſon of. is haſte? 

Fri, 1 would 1 knew not why it ſhould be ſbw'd. 
Look, Sir, here comes the lad Si rds my cell. 

Enter 70185 

Par, Welcome my love, my lady and my wiſe, 

Jul, That may be, Sir, when I may be a wife. 

Par. That may be, mult be, lays, on en next, 

Jul. What mu be, kn mall b be bom 

Fri. That's a certain text. 

Par. Come you to make Laps mon to MY father > } 

Ful. To wed — that were to confeſs to you. 

Par. Do not ny to him, that you love me, 
Jul, I will confeſs to you that I love him. 
Par, So will ye, I am ſure, that you love me. 
Jul. If I do fo, it will be of mere price, 
Being ſyoke behind Your back, thanto your hy 5 


* ow” > 


E 3 


* 


91 14 


it 


& Rense owl Juriny. 
Par. Poor ſoul, thy face much abus d with tears, 
gts The rears dave 27 cbt, 


u bd 
me 1 — ee ie, more fe than eas, with that 
* 8. 9 5.x 


Jul. L is no Miader, oy which is but = 
And what I ſpeak, 1 Fpeakvie tomy fare. 
Par. Thy face is mine, and thou haſt Clander'd it. 
Jul. It may be ſo, for it iv not mine own. 
Are you at leiſure, boly. farhery 9 — 81 
Or all I come to thee at e bye . *'y + 
Fri. My leiſure ſerves me, penfire daughter, now. 
My lord, I muſt intreat the time alo be. 
Par. God ſhield, 1 ſhould diſturb de votion: 
Juliet farewel, and keep this boly kiſs.  [ZExitParis 
Jul, Go ſhut the — and ben thou WI den lo 
Come weep with me, paſt hope, paſt c a help. 
Fri. O Juliet, I already know your g N 
T hear thou muſt; and nothing Way protogde it, 
On Thurſday next be married to this Count. 
| Jul. Tell me not, Friar, that thow heart lun, 
| Unleſs thou tell me how I may-prev ore 
If in thy wiſdom thou canft give ao rep?" © das 
Do thou but call my reſolution wiſe, th 
And with this knife T'IT help it preſently: 19094 
God join'd my heart and Romeb's, thou our hands, 
| And ere this band, by thee to Romeo en 6 
| Shall be the label to another deed; 7 : 29.08 
Or my true heart with treacheroys revo 
| Turn to. another, this ſhall ſtay them both © 
6 Therefore out of thy long experiene'd timo 
| Give me ſome preſent counſel, or behold h . 
| Twixs my extreams and me hie bloedy- knife 


: | Shall play the umpire; arbitrating that, „ 9 0 br 
i W hich the commiſſion ot thy years Wray, hen 
if Could to no iſſue vf true honour bring: i 
I - Speak not, be brief; for deſire to dye. 11 de 
N It what thou ſpeak k peak dot of rene. | 


Fri. Hold, a hte 


;Þ4o!fpy a kind WAY 
Which craves 48 gef e . 


5 0 | As that is def; perate Which we would preveat, 


Fe If 4: ok than io marry * Paris 8 * 


Thou haſt the ſtrength et wilf te ſlay thy 
Then it is likelyn ou wilt undertake... 


\ thing like dess ue hide away this. ſhame, 


That cop with. death bieaſelf,-40.” ic: 
And if thou darft-:1'give; thee rc 

Jul. O bid me leap, rather than marry. 
nom off che; battlements of yondet tower, 
Or chain me to ſome ite 
Where roaring» beats and ſavage lions 


Or ſhut me nightly. in a chame) houſe, - 


O'er-cover'd 
With reeky 
Ot bid me go into A, ne 

nd hide nne with a dead man in 


AK 3 4 


21 


Fri Hold, L e h 
Let not thy-Nurle-, a 
Ind when thou e W is y 
nd this diſtille vor, rink tb ay off 
pen preſently through. all, thy veins Mall r. 
| cold and Jeane humour, which 155 a 
ch vital ſpirit ; for no pulfe ſhall kee 

I's nat'ral progreſs. but ſurceaſe to . 


5-4 fade 


1 


he roſes in thy lips and. che bk 
0 paly alhes ; the eyts Wins nate 
ke death, when be ſhuts, u 

ndrin this borrowed likenet 


nd then awake, a8 — a 
ow when the bri m ir the mor 
0 rouſe thee- from 
hen as the manner of our country id 
thy beſt robes uned rer on the Vier, 
born to burial in thy Kindreds 
hou ſhalt be- 4 chat ſame an 


the mean time, againſt thou ſhalt wake, 


ll Romes by- my letters know our drift, 


RO NEO and FUuLlLInD.” 


epy monntain — 


ſelf, 


— 


ble ; ; 
id I will an it withqut. fear ar doubt, 1 
ro live an unſtain'd vife to my ſweet love. 
oma. got thee ta. bed: 
thaa in thy chamber: ) 
this . - 


* 


70 warmth, no breath. ſhatl teſkif thou lireft ; 


e 3 


death, 
hou ſhalt continue two and. fo 50 ue. 
TS 


6 a 
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uite with dead mens: ratling; bases 
anks, and Was. chapleſs skuls, 


1 "of 
lings that to hear them nam'd, have * trem⸗ 


ave : * * a a 17 ? 
ent vu, a 
here all the kindred of the eee NI 
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And hither ſhall he come; and he and I 
Will watch thy waking, and thet very. night 
Shall Remes beit thee, hence to Mantua; 

It no unconſtant toy nor womaniſn fear 
Abate thy valout in the aGing it. 
Jul. Give me, oh give me, tell me not of fear, 

er id r by 50 5 N 
Fri, Hold, get you gone, be ſtrong ard proſperous 
In this reſolve, IU ſend à Friat with ſpeed 
To Mantua, with my letters to thy lord. 
Jul, Love give ma ſtreagtk, and ſtrength ſuall help 
ae ee eit PA bite 1.4 54 
Farewel, dear father — [[ [Extust, 


Denne, 9 99 #4 « . ' K F 
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SCENE, IL 


* > 2 © Capillers Houſe, | 
, . rr ; 
Enter Capulet, Lady Capulet, | Nurſe, aud tuo or 
, 1 3 * thres ſervants, 17080 I 
( 


Cap. 8 O many gueſts iavite as here are writ; 
Sitrab, go hire me twenty cunning cooks. 
We ſhall be much unfurniſh'd for this time: 
What, is my daughter gone to Friar Lawrime? 
Nurſe, Ay forlooth. iy l. 
Cap. Well, be may chance to do ſome good on her 
A peeviſh ſelf-will'd harlotry it is. 
Enter Juliet. 7.039 4 
Nurſe. See where ſhe comes from her confeſſion, 
Cap. How now, my head-firong ? where have y0 


been gad ding? 
*.— twenty cunning cooks. 
Ser. You ſhill have none ill, Sir, for I'll try if tht 
can lick their fingers. 5 | 
Cap. How canſt thou try them ſo ? AC 
Ser. Marry, Sir, 'tis an ill cook that cannot lick | 
own fingers: therefore he that cannot lick his o 
fingers, goes not with mee. 
Cap. Go, be gone. 4 
We mall be much, Cs. 
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Jul. Where have learnt me to repent the ſin | 
f diſobedient oppeſttion” 2 
To you and your beheſt“ and n elend 
by holy Lawrence, to fall proſtrate here, 
ind beg your pardon : pardon J-beſeech yon! 
＋ :ceforward Lam ever raPd by yo; . 
Cap. Send far the Count, go tell him of this, 
IM have this knot knit up to-morrow moraing. 
Jul. I met the youthful lord at Lawrence" cell, 
nd gave him what becoming love I might, 
Not ſtepping oder the bounds bf modeſty. 
Cap, Why I'm glad on't, this is well, Rand up, 
This is as't ſhould be, let me ſee the County : 
ly marry, go I ſay, and fetch him hither, __ 
low afore God this reverend holy Friar, 
Hour whole city is much bound te him. 
Jul. Nurſe, will yon go with me into my cloſet, 
o help me ſort ſuch needſuliornzments 
you think fit to furniſh me to- morroõẽwpꝰꝰꝛ 
La. Cap. No not ' till Thurſday; there i. time enough. 
Cap, Go nur ſe, go with her; we'll to church to- 
motrow. f. 11 (Exe: Juliet aud _ 
La, Cap. W e wall be! mort im our, aue 
1 near * { 24 5; Jo $1434 NET 
Cab. Tuſh, 1 will fir, about, : 
nd all things be well. I ben thee, mite: 
0 thou to Juliet, help to deck up her, .. 
not to bed to-night, let me alone : 
| Play the houſewife for this once. What bat. 
ney are all forth; well wil alk, my Kai 


o county Paris, to prepare him up, xg 
painſt to- morrow. My heart! * rou s li light 


ce this lame way-Ward girl is fe reclaim' | 
he” Exeunt Capul et an "NI Gru. 
S c E N E III. 2 


Juliet's . 37 
Enter Juliet ani Nurſe. | 
Jul. Ay, thoſe attire arg bet; but . nurſe; 
pray thee leave me to my ſelf to-nignt: 
| have need of many oriſont 5 


Shall I of forte be matried tothe Con 
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68 Romno and PULIET. 
To move the heav'ns to ſmile upon my ſtate, 
Which well thou know'ſtis croſs and full of fin, 
| Euter lady Ca pulet. 
La. oy What axe you-bufie, do you 2 help! 
Jul. No, madam, we have cull'd ſuch necellaries 
As are behoveful for! our ſtate to- mor row: 
So pleaſe you, let me now be left alone, 
And let the nurſe this night fit up wyh you; 
For I am ſure you have bands full all, 
In this fo fudden buſineſrm. 
La. Cap. Good- night, | 
Get thee to bed and reſt, for thou haſt need. 92 
Ful. Farewel—— God knows, when we ſhall meet 
| again I! (i | 
I bave ä fear thrills through my veins, 
That almoſt freezes up the heat of life, 
* Il call them back again to comfort me, 
© Nurſe — what ſhould ſhe do here? 
My diſmal ſrene'l' reeds muſt ac alone : 
Come vial W hat if this mixture do oot work 21} 


ne? , 

© No, 6, this mall forbid it; lye thou there 

8 1 31 . ee Painemy 10 4.049: 
What if it be a poifen, which the Friar 
* Subt'ly hath miniſtred, eo have me dead,. 
Leſt in mis marriage he ſhoul@ be-diſhonour'd, 
Becauſe he married me before to Rome? 
© I fear it is; and yet methinks it ſhould not, 
For he hath 1] beet tried à holy man 
How, if when I am laid inte the tomb, 
* I wake before the time that mee N 
Comes to redeem me there's a fearful point! 
Shall I not chen be ſtifled in the vau t, = 
© To: whoſe ſeul mouth no healthfome air breaths in! 
Ot if Llive, is it not very. lie 
© The horrible conceit of death and night, 
Together with the terrot of the place, 
* (Asina vault, an ancient receptacle... 
* Where for theſe many hundred years, the bote? 


LY 


Of all my buried anceſtors arg packt; 
Where bloody Tibalt, yet but green in exerh, 
Lies feſtring in his ſhroud; where, arthey fay, | \ 


- -_ - 


Romika EIT SEE: 69 


© At ſom hours in the night {pirits relort——) 
© Alas, alas! is it-not like, that L 
do early waking, what 9 kalle, 
Ang ſhrieks like mandrikes torn out of the earth, 5 
That loving mortals 122 them run mad | 
' Qr if 1 wake, ſhall I not be diſk 72 0 * 


© ([nviraned With all theſe hideous; 
And madly play with my CET — | 
and pluck the mangled Tibalt from his ſhroud ? 
And in this rage, with ſome great kinſman's bone 
As with a club, daſh out my deſp' rate brains? 
0 look ! methinks I ſee my coulin's 
Seeking out Romeo Stay, Tikalt, ſtiy! 
Romeo, I come b chis do I drink to N | 

Lene N . 5 the bed. 


/ aun? 1 4 


* E NE . | 
Hr. 
Enter Lady Capulet and Nurſe. 
a.Cap, H Old, take theſe keys and fetch more ſpices, 
nurſe. 


Nurſe, They calf for dates and quinces in the paſtey. | 


rte Capulet. 
Cay, Come; Air, ro f Air, Kr, the ſecond cock hath 
crowd?” 53 79m 


he curphew bell hath rung, tis three a-clock: .. | 
dok to the bak d meats, 10d ve N | 
are not for coft. © * n TH | 
Ww/e. Go, you "corquetn, 2 ma 

et you to bed; faith yon In be fick to:mbrrow 

dr this night's watching. * f e AS 

c. No not a Wit: whit, T ike etch d ere now 
| night for a lefs cauſe, and n&er been ck. 


La, Cap. Ay, you have been a mouſe· hunt in Fs: 
time, | 
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dw, fellow, what's were“ ore 


1 


5 
U 

. 
| 


+. to tf 
a 1 
3; 2 1 
6 2 
PE , Fa EY 
Ci ”- 
3 


2 7 9 7 v 
70 ROM ROM JoLizrt. 
Enter three or four with ſpits, and logs, and baten. 

Ser. Things for the cook, Sir, hut I know not what 

Cap. Make hafte, make haſte, ſirrah, fetch drier logs 
Call Peter, he will ſhew thee where they are. 

Ser. I have a head, Sir, that will find out logs, 
And never trouble Peter for the matter. 

Cap. Maſs and well ſaid, a merry horſon, ha! 
Thou ſhalt be logger-head — good faith, tis day, 
The County will be here with muſick ftraight, 

For ſo he ſaid he would, I hear him near. 
Nurſe, wife, what ho? what, nurſe, I ſay? 
8 Enter Nurſe. | 
Go waken Juliet, go and trim herup, 
I' go and chat with Paris: hie, make haſte, 
Make haſte, I ſay. _. VI Exit Capulet 


; SCENE V. 


SCENE draws and diſcovers Juliet on 4 bed. 


Nurſe, Miftreſs, what miſtreſs! Fuliet ——— Fall 
warrant her, | 
Why lamb—why lady—Fie you ſlug· a· bed 
Why love, I ſay— Madam, ſwcet-heart—why bride= 
What, not a word! you take your penny-worths nov 
Sleep for a week; for the next night 1 warrant, 
The County Paris bath ſet up his reft, 
That yeu ſhall reſt but little - God forgive me 
Marry and amen—How ſound is ſhe afleep ? 
I muſt needs wake her : Madam, madam, madam, 
Ay, let the County take you in your bed— 
He'll fright you up i'faith. Will it not be? 
What dreſt, and in your cloaths—and down again: 
I muft needs wake you: Lady, lady, lady, — 
Alas ! alas! help ! help! my lady's dead. 
O well-a-day, that ever I was born? ; 
Some Aqua wits, bo! my lord, my lady! 
Enter Lady Capulet. 
IA. Cap. What noiſe is here? 
Nurſe. O lamentable day? 
La. Cap. What is the matter? 
Nurſe. Look — h heavy day! 
„ 
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La. Cap. Oh me, oh me, my child, my only life! 
Revive, look up, or 1 will die with thee: _ 
Help, help ! call help. <a 
Enter Capulet. 8 
Cab. For ſhame bring Juliet forth, her lord is come. 
Nurſe. She's dead, deceaft, ſhe's dead: alack the day! 
Cap, Ha! let me ſee her - Our alas, ſhe's cold, 
Her blood is ſettled,” and her joints are ſtiff, 
Life and theſe ips have long been ſeparated: 
© Death lies on her, like an untimely froſt . 
Upon the ſweeteſt flower of the field. 
Accurſed time ! unfortunate old man ! | 
Enter Friar Lawrence, and Paris with Muſicians, 
Fri. Come, is the bride ready to go to church? 
Cap. Ready to go, but never to return. | 


1. 
at : 
L 


0 ſon, the night before the wedding · day 
Hath death lain with thy wife : ſee, there ſhe lies, 
Flower as ſhe was, deflower'd now by him : 
Death is my ſon-in-law, —— | 
par. Have I thought long to ſee this morning's face, 
And doth it give me ſuch a fight as this? | 
La, Cap, Accurſt, unhappy, wretched, hateful day, 
Moſt miler-ble hour, that Time eber ſaw KART 
In laſting labour of his pilgrimage, OLE If 
But one, poor one, offe poor and loving child, | 
But one thing to rejoice and ſolace in, & 
And cruel death hath catcht it from my gh A 
Nurſe. Oh woe! oh woful, woful, woful day! 8 
Moſt lamentable day! moſt woful day! | 
That ever, ever I did yet behold. | 
Oh day! oh day! oh day! oh hateful day! 

Neyer was ſeen ſo black a day as this: | 
Oh woful day! oh wofal day! _ : = 
Fri. Oh peace for ſhame 3 a 

Tour daughter lives in peace and happineſs, 

And it is vain to wiſh it otherwiſe. 1 

Heav'n and your ſelf had part in this fair maid, 
Now beav'n hath all "a | 

Come ſtick your roſemary on this fair corple, 
And as the cuſtom of our country is, 

In all her beſt and ſumptuous ognaments 


Convey her where her anceſtors lie tomb'd,” © © * 


Cap, 
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Cap. All things that we. ordained feſtival, 
Turn from their office to black funeral: 
Our inſtruments, to melancholy bells; 
Our wedding chear, to à ſad. funetal fealt ; 
Our ſolemn - hymns. to (ullen di rges cha 
And brdgl "our meme 3. buried cours [Exennti 


SCENE. VI... 


Ma ent Mus cim. 


Muſ. Faith? we! "nay pur up our pipes. 2nd be gone, 
Nurſe, Honeſt, good e ah, 1 up, put up, 
For well you kad this is. a pitifpl caſe. 
Mu. Ay. by my troth, the caſe may be amended, 
Exter Peter. 
pet. Muſicians, 8 muſicians, 0 n caſe, huart't 
eaſe: oh, an you will have me live eart's taſi. 
25 Why hear? 's eaſe ? * 4 
Pet. O mulicians, becauſe my heart it elf, plays, ay 
heart it ſelf is full of: wee, O play me Home merry 
ump to comfort me ! 
Muſ. Nota dump we, 'tis no time to Ply now, 
Pet. You will not ther? | 1, 4 FR. 
Muf. No. | . 
Pet. I. will then give it you ſoundly, 
Muſ. What will you give us?: | 
Pet. No mony on my faith, Pu nen 11.4 
do you. note me 
Muſ. An you re us, .and fa us, you vote us. 
2 Muſ. Pray you put 4p, Vun dagger. and put out 
your wit. 
Pet. Then have at you with my wit, anſwer me 
like men: 
When griping griefs the heart deth wound, 
Then muſick with her ſil ver ſaund , 
Why /lver ſound : why, muſick with her ſilver ſound} 
Why ſay you, Simon Cetling? 
Muſ. Marry, Sir, becauſe. filver hath a e founk 
Pet. Pretty! what: ſay yay, Hugh Rebeck? - 
2 Muſ. I (ay ſilver. ſauad, becauſe muſicians ſound 


for ſilver. 


Pet, Pretty toe! wWhat lay yi Sopot dne, f 


- 
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Muſ. Faith Iknow not what to ſay. a | | 


Pet. O | cry you mercy, you are the finger. 1 will 1 
ay for yo. It is muſick with her filyer found, be- 1 
cauſe ſach fellows as you have no gold for ſounding, | 

| | | Extt, 1 

Muſ, What a peſtilent knave is this fame? - 1 

2 % Hang him, Jack, come, we'll in here, tarry 1 
for the mourners, and ſtay dinger. [I Exeunt. N 


; A "f; 
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ACT V. 8 C EN FE 


MAN TVU A. 


Enter Romeo. 


© r I may truſt the flattery of ſleep, 
My dreams preſage ſome joy ful news at 
i. band: | 
My boſom's lord ſits lightly on bis throne,” 
and all this day, en unaccuſtom'y ſpi- 
| iT 

Lifts me above the ground with chea-- 

- » ſui thoughts. | 
| dreamt my ledy came and found me dead, 
(Strange dream! that gives a dead man leave to think) 
And breath'd ſuch life with kiſſes in my lips, : 
That | reviv'd and was an Emperor. 
Ah me! how ſweet is love it fel pofleſt; 
When but love's ſhadows are ſo rich in joy ? 

Enter Romeo's Man. 
News from Verona How now Balthazar?” | 
Doſt thou not bring me letters from the Friar? 
How doth my lady ? is my father well? 
How doth my Juliet ? that I ask spain, 
For noth.ng can be ill, if he be wel. | 
Mar, Then ſhe is well, and nothing ean be tl, 

Her body ſleeps in Capules's monument, 
Ard her immortal part with angels lives: 


I law ber laid low i] her kindreds vault, © ; 
; D Aud 
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O pardon me for bringing theſe ill news. 


Leave me, and do the ogy bid thee 30s 


© Remnants of packthread, and old cakes of roſes 
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And preſently took poſt to tell it you: 


Rom, Is it even 10-2 —4 L defy: you, ſtars! 
Thou know'ſt my lodgi et me ink and p 
And hire pos. — l 2 hence — 

Man. Pardon me Sir, L dare not leave you thus, 


Your looks are pale and wild, and do import 
Some miſadventure, 


Rom. Tufh, thou art deceiv'd; 


4 


Haſt thou no letters to me 
Man. No, good my lord. 
Rom. No matter: Get thee gone, 

And hire thoſe horſes, I'll be with thee ſtraight, 


Exit Max. 
Well Juliet, I will lye with thee: to-night 


Let's ſee for means: O miſchief! thou art ſwift 
To enter in the thought of deſperate men! 

do remember an Ap-thecary, ; 
And hereabouts he dwells, whom late 1 — ; 
In tatter'd weeds, with over ahelmin roms, 
Calling of ſimples; meaget were his (rk 

- harp miſery had worn him to the bones 'F 
ad in his 'needy ſhop a tortoiſe n 
a alligator ſtuft, and other skins 
Of ill. map'd fiſhes, and about his ſhelves + 
A beggarly account of empty boxes, 
Steen earthen pots, bladders, and muſty ſeeds, 


rom the: Friar — 


«> 


« Were thinly ſcatter'd, to make up a ſhew. 
Noting his penu 77 to my ſelf 1 ſaid, 
And it a man did need a poiſon now, 
W hoſe ſale is prefent Ceath in Mantua, 
Here lives a caitift wretch would ſell it him. 
Oh this ſame thought did but fore-run my need, 
And this ſame needy man muſt ſell it me. 
— [ nen this mould be the 1 

eing holy day, the be ar's ſho is ſhut, 
What bo! Peter L 


Enter Apothecary. 
Ap. . 8 calls ſo loud? 


4 
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dem. Come hither mas, I fee that thou art vo 
Hold, there is _—, 82 let me have 
A dram of poiſon, fi uch ſoon- readimꝰ geer, 
As will diſperſe it ſelf thre? Aide veins, 
That the life-weary Taker may fall dead 3 
And that the trunk may be difchs tg'd of ae, 
As violently, as haſty powder fir'd 
Doth hurry from the fatal cannon's womb,” 


Ap. Such morra! drags I have, bm Mantun's law] 
Is death to any he that utters them, 


Rom. Art thou fo bare and fall of wiewchedaeſs,- | 
And fear'ſt to die? famine is in thy cheeks, | 
© Need and oppreſſion ſtare within thine eyes, 
Contempt and beggary hang on thy back: 

« The world is not thy friend, nor the world's law 
* The world affords no law to make thee rich: 
+ Then be not poor, but break ir and cake hit. 

4p, My poverty, but not my will, conſents. 

Rom. I pay thy 8 and not thy will. 

Ap. Put this in any liquid thing you will, 

And crink it off, and 4 50 you had the frength- 
Of twenty men it would diſpatch you ſtraight; 

Rm, There is thy gold worfe poiſon to mens ſouls, 
Ding more murtber in this losthfome word, 
Than theſe poor compounds that thou may'lt not ſell: 

1 ſell ches poiſan, chou haſt· ſold me nene. 
Fatewel, buy food, and get thee into fleſh. 

Come co dial, and not poiſon, go with me 

To Julitt's grave, for there maſk k ufe thee: EExeint- 
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8 C * NE It. 
| The Monaſtery at Verona. 
Enter Friar John to Friar Lawrence. 


John. TJ. O LY Fraxciſcas Friar ! brother! ho! TO 
Law. This ame ſhould be the voice ot | 


| Friar John, 
Welcome from Mantua; What ſays Komeo. ? 


Or if his mind be writ, give me his letter. 
John. Going to find a bare foot brother out, 
One of our order to aſſociate me, 


D 2 Here 


Bok. 


48 


76 


ROM EO A Er. 


Here in this city wiſiting the ſick; 
ant Ending. der the ſearchers of the town 
Suſpecting that we bath were in a huule 
Where the infectious peſtilence did reign, 
Seal'd up the doors, and would not let us forth, 
So that my ſpeed to Aſantua there, was ſlaid. 
Law. Who bore my letter then to Romeo ? 
John. I could not ſend it; here it is agiin, 
Nor get a meſſenger to bring it thee, 
So fearful were they cf infection. 
Lew, Unhappy fortune ! by my- brotherhood. 
The letter was not nice, but full of charge, 
Of dear import, and the neglecting it | 
May do much danger. Frier John, go hence, 
Get me an iron crow, and bring it ſtraight 
Unto my cell. | 
John. Brother, I'll go and bring it the. [xi 
Law, Now mult Ito the monument alone: 
Within theſe three hours will fair Juliet wake; 
She will beſhrew me much, that Romea _ 
Hath had no notice of theſe accidenis: 
But 1 will write again to Mantua, 
And keep her at my cell 'till Romeo come, 
Poor living coarſe, clos'd in a dead man's tomb ! 
[ Exit, 


6 
» 
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SCENE III. 


C rch-yard: In it, a Monumene belonging to the 
| Capulets. Ga 


* 


Enter Paris, and his Page, with a light, 


Par. 1VE me thy torch, boy; hence, and ſtand 
G aloof. F A 

Yet put it out, for I would not be ſeen: 5 

nder yond yew-tree lay thee all along, 

Laying thy ear cloſe to the hollow ground; 

So ſhall no foot upon the church- yard tread, ' 

(Being looſe, unfirm, with digging up of graves) 

But thou ſhalt hear it: whiſtle then to me, | 

As ſignal that thou hear'ſt ſomething approach. 

Give me thoſe flow'rs, Do as I bid thee; go. 
C Page. 


— 
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page. I am almoſt afraid to ſtand alone | : 
Here ia the charch-yard, yet I will :dycature. [ Fx. 
Par, Sweet flower! with flow'rs thy bridal bed L- 
ftrews | Streu ing flowers, | 
Fair Juliet, that with angels doſt remain, 
Accept this lateſt favour at my hand, | 
That living honour'd thee, aud being dead 
With fun'ral obſequies adorn thy tomb. : 
[The boy whiſtles. - 
—The boy Fe warning, ſomething doth approach 
What curſed foot wanders this way to-night, 
To croſs my obſequies, and true loye's rite ? 
What with a torch ? muffle me, night, a while. 


SCENE IV. 
Euter Romeo and Peter with a light. 


Rom. Give me that mattock; and the wrenching iron, 
Hold, take this letter, early in the morning 
dee thou deliver it to my lord and father. 
eive me the light ; upon thy life I charge thee, 
Whate'er thou hear'ſt or ſeeſt, ſtand all aloof, - 
And do not interrupt me in my courſe, 
hy 1 deſcend into this bed of death, | 
Is partly to behold my lady's face: 
lut chiefly to take thence from her dead finger 
precious ring, a ring that I muſt uſe 
In deir imployment ; therefore hence be gone: 
bit if thou; jealous, doſt return to pry - | 
In what 1 further ſhall intend to do, 
I heaven I will tear thee Joint by joint, 
And ſtrew this hungry church-yard with thy limbs: 
The time and my intents are ſavage, wild, 
More fierce and more inexorable far 
han empty tyger*, or the roaring ſea.” _ 
Pet, L will be gone, Sir, and not trouble yon. 
lem. So ſhalt thou win my favour Take thou that, 
Le and be roſp*rous, and farewel good fellow. 
Ped For all this ſame; l' hide me hereabout; 
His looks 1 fear,” and his intents IL doubt. Exit. 
Rom. Thou dete ſtahle maw, thou womb of death, 
oi d with the deareſt morſel of the earth; FEY 


, 
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Thus I enforce thy rotten jaws to open, 
| Sreaking open the monun 

And. in deſpight I'll cram thee with more food, 

Pur. This is that bamiſht haughty Mowuntagae : 
That murther'd my love's coufin : (with which grief 
It is ſuppoſed the fair ci eatute Aut. | 
And neieis come to do forme villanous ſhame 
To tle dead bodies: I will apprehend him. 
Stop thy unhallow'd toil, vile Mountague: 


Can vengeance be purſu'd further than death! 


' onderaned villain, I do apprehend thee 
Obey, ard go with me, for thou muſt die, 

Kom, I muſt indeed, and therefore came I hither 
Good gentle youth, tempt not a deſp'rate man, 
Fly hence and leave me : think upon thoſe gone. 
Let them affright thee. I beſeech thee, youth, 

, Pull nor another ſin upon my head, 
By urging me to fury. Oh be gone!“ 
By heav'n J love thee better than my felf ;. 
Far 1 come hither arm'd againſt my ſelf. 
Par. Ido defie thy ccmmileration, 
And 2pprebend thee for a felon here. 
cm. Wilt thou provoke me ? then have at thee bo) 
[ They fight, Paris ſal 
Page. Oh lord they fight! I will go call the watch, 
Var. Oh Jem ſlain; it thou be merciful, 
Open the tomb, lay me with Jullet. 
Rem. In faith1 will: let me peruſe this face 
A*ercy1io's kinſman ! Noble County Paris / 
W hat {aid my man, when my betoſſed foul 


Did not attend him as we rode? I think 


He told me Paris ſhould haye mariied Juliet, 
Said he not ſo? or did I dream it ſo ?' 

Or am I mad, hearing him talk of Juliet, 

To think it was ſo? Oh give me thy hand, 
One writ with me in ſour misfortune's book, 
In bury hee in this triumphant grave. 

For here lyes Fuliet—Oh my love, my Wiſe, 
Death that hath ſuckt the honey of thy b:eath,. 
kth had no power yet upon thy beauty: 
Thou art not conq\er'd, beauty's enfign Jet. 
Js crimſon in thy nps, and in thy cheeks, 
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And death's pale flag is net advanced there. 
Tibalt, ly'ſt thou there in thy bloody ſhee: ? 
Oh what more fayour can I do to there, 
Than with that hand that cut thy youth in twain, 
To ſunder his that was thy enemy? | 
Forgive me, couſin.— Ah dear Fuliet, 
Why art. thou yet ſo fair.? I will believe 
That unſubſtantial death is amorous, 
And that the lean abhorred mouſter keeps 
Thee here in dark, to be his paramour: 
For fear of that, I ſtill will ſtay with thee, 
And never from this palace of dim night 
Depart again: come lye. thou in my arme, | 
Here's to thy health,—O trut apothecary ! 
Thy drugs are quick. Here, here will I remain, 
With worms that are thy chamber-maids; oh here 
Will I ſet up my everlaſting reſt ; | 
And ſhake the yoke of inauſpicious ſtars 
From this world-weary'd fleſh. Eyes, look your laſt?* 
Arms, take your laſt embrace! and lips, oh you 
The doors of breath, ſeal with a righteous kiſs r 
A dat-'eſs bargain to engroſſing death; | 
Come bitter conduct, come unſavory guide, 
Thou deſp'rate pilot, now at once run on 
The daſhing rocks my ſea-fick weary bark: 
Here's to my love! oh true apothecary ! 
Thy drugs are quick. Thus with a kiſs I die. y 
Enter Friar. Lawrence with .lanthorn, crow, and. ſpade. 
Fri, St, Francis be my ſpeed, how oft to-night _ 
Have my old feet ſtumbled at graves ?-who's there? 
Pet. N one, a friend, and one that knows you 
well. 8 
Fri. Bliſs be upon you. Tell me, good my friend, 
What torch is yond, that vainly lends his light - 
To grubs and eyeleſs ſculls? as I diſcern, 
I burneth in the Capulats monument, 
Pet. It dath ſo, holy Sir, 
And there's my maſter, one you dearly love. 
Fri. Who is it ? 23 


Pet. Romeo. i We: th | 
Fri, How long hath he been there}. „ 
Pet. Full half an hour, r 


And 
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Thy lips are warm. 
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Fri. Go with me to the vault. 
Pet. I dare not, Sir, OY 
My maſter knows not but I am gone hence, 
And fearfully did menace me with death, 
If I did ffay to Took on his intents. 
Fri. Stay, then I'll go alone; fear e 
O much 1 fear fome ill unlucky thing. 
Pat. As 1 did fleep under'this yew-tree here, 
I' dreamt my maſter'and another fought, 
And that my maſter flew him. 
Fri. Romeo Hog, e 
Alack, alack, what blood is this which fains: 
The ſtony entrance of this ſepu'chre? 
What mean theſe maſterleſs and goary ſwords 
To lie diſcolour'd by this place of peace? 
Romeo! oh pale! who elſe ? what Paris too? 
And ſteep'd in blood? ah what an unkind hour 
Is guilty of this lamentable chance? 
The lady ſtirs, x 3 
* * 2A O comfortable Friar, where's my 
| ord ? . 
I do remember well where I ſhould be; 
And there I am ; but where is Romeo? 
Fri. I hear ſome noiſe! Lady, come from that neſt 
Of death, contagion, and-unnatural ſteep, 
A greater Power than we can contradict, 
Hath thwarted our intents; come, come away; 
Thy husband in thy boſom. there lyes dead, 
And Paris too— Come, 1'il diſpoſe of thee, 
Among a ſiſterhood of holy Nuns : 
Stay not a queſtion, for the watch is coming, * 
Jul. Go, get thee hence, for I will not away.- 
What's here ? a cup clos'd in my true love's hand} 
Poifon 1 ſee hath been his timeleſs end. 
Oh churl, drink all, and leave no friendly drop 
To help me after ? I will kiſs thy lips, 
Haply ſome poiſon yer doth hang on them; 


es upon me; 


Enter Boy and March. 
Watch, Lead boy, which -way ?- 
Jul. Yea, noiſe? x 


Ten Hilde brief, Ohappy dagger! {Ending a dp” 
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his is thy ſheath, there ruſt and let me die. + 
1 F Jos » ., [Fills herſelf. 

Boy. This is the place, there where thetorch doth burn. 

Hatch. The ground is bloody, Search about the 

church-yard, e 
Go ſome of you, whem e'er you. find attach. 
Piiful ſight! here lyes the County lain, 
And Juliet bleeding, warm, and newly dead, 
Who here hath lain theſe two days buried. 
Go tell the Prince, run to the Capulets, | 
Raiſe up the Monntagues, ſome others ſeareh - 
Enter ſome of the watch with Romeo's man. 

2 Watch, Here's Romeo's man, we found him in the 
church-yard. | a 
Hatch. Hold him in ſafety till the Prince comes 
nher, | 


* 


Enter Friar and a third Watchman. | 
3 Watch Here is a Friar that trembles, fighs and 
weeps £70 00515 - 
Ve took this mattock and this ſpade from him, 
be was coming from this church-yard ſide. 
| Watch, A great ſuſpicion ſtay the Friar too. 


SCENE V. CG 


Enter the Prince and attendants. 


Priace, What mifadventure is ſo early up, 
hat calls our perſon from our 3 0 reſt? 
Enter Capulet and lady Ca pute. 

Ca), What ſhould it be that they ſo ſhriek abroad? 

La, Cap, The people in the ſtreet ry Remo, 

me 7uliet, and ſome Paris; and all run 

ith open out-ery tow'rd our monument. 

Frince, What fear is this which ſtartles in your ears? 

Watch. Sovereign, here lyes the County Paris ſlain,, _ - 

nd Romeo dead, and Juliet (dead before) a 

am and new kill! dd. e 

Prince, Search, ſeek, and know how this foul niurs 
ther comes, Win en! 1 th 

Watch, Here is a Friar, and flaughter'd / Romeo's man, 

' inſtruments upon them, fit to open A 

ſele dead mens tombs, s +1 


— 


its 


And with wild looks, bid me devile.ſome meats 
To rid her from this ſecond marriage. 
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Cap. Oh heay'n ! oh wife, look how our daugliet 
bleeds! F | 
This dagger hath miſta“en, for log the ſheath 
Lies empty on the back of Mountague,. 
The point miſ-ſheathed in my daughter's boſom. 
La, Cap. Oh me, this fight of death is as a bell, 
That warns my old age to a fepulcher, f 
N Ener Mountagu e. 
Printe. Come Mountague, for thou art early up, 
To ſee thy ſon and heir now early fallen. 
Myun. Alas, my liege, my wife js dead to· night, 
Grief of my ſon's exile hath ſtop'd her breath: 
What further wo conſpires againſt my. age ? 
Prince. Look, and thou ſhalt ſee. _ - . 
AMoun, Oh theu uns ught, what manners is in this 
To preſs before thy father to a grave? 
Prince. Sealyp the mouth of out-rage for a while, 
Till we can etear theſe ambiguities, ___.._ . 
And know their ſpring, their head, theix.true.deſcent; 
And then will 1 be general of your woes, ö; 
And lead you even to death. Mean time farbear, 
And let miſchance be ſlave to patience... . 5 
Bring forth the parties of n 
Fri. I am the greateſt, able to do leaſt, 
Yet moſt ſuſpected, as the time and place __ 
Doth make azain{t me, of this dra Git; 
And here I ſtand both ro impeach and purge: 
My ſelf condemned, and my ſelf excus'd... | 
Prince. Then ſay at once whar thou doſt know in ii 
Fri. I will be brief, for my ſhart datg of breath 
Is not ſo long ss is a tedious tale. 
Romeo there dead, was husband to that Juliet; 
And ſhe there dead, that Romeo's faithful wife: 
I married them; and their ſtola marriage day 
Was Tibali's dogms-day, whoſe untimely dean 
Bani ſh'd the new-· mage bride-groom. from this-cityy 
For whom, and not for Tibalt, Juliat pin d. 
You, to remove that Liege of grief from her, 
Betroth'd, and would have married her perforce 
To County Paris. Then comes ſhe to me, 


—— ——— 
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Or in my cell there would ſhe kill her ſelk - 

Then gave J her (fo tutor'd by my art) 

A ſſeeping potion, Which, ſo took effect 

As U intended, for it wraught on her _ * 

The form of death. Mean time 1 write to Rome, 

That he ſhould hither come, as this dire night, 

To help to take her from ber borrawed grave, 

being the time the potion's force ſhould, ceaſe, 

But he which bore my letter, Friar John, 

Was ſtaid by accident, and yeſternight 

Return'd my letter back; then all alone, 

At the prefixed hour of her awaking, . 

Came I to take her from her kindreds vault ; 

Meaning to keep her cloſely at my cell, 

Till I conveniently. could, ſend io Rumer. 

But when 1 came (ſome minute ere the time 

Of her awaking) here untimely Jay 

The noble Paris and true Romeo dead. 

She wakes, and 1 intreat her to come forth, 

And bear. this work of heav'n with patiencez 

But then a noife cid ſcare me from the tomb, 

And ſhe too deſp'rate would not go with me, 

But, as it ſeems, did violence on her ſelf. 

All this I know, and to the marriage 

Her nurſe is privy : but if ought in this 

Miſcarried by my fault, let my old life | 

Be ſacrific'd, fome hour before its time, © ad 

Unto the rigour of ſevereſt law. 
Prince. We ſtill have known thee for an holy man. 

Where's Romeo's man? what can he ſay to this? | 
Peter. I brought my maſter news of Fulie:'s death, 

And then in he came from Mantua 

To this ſame place, to this ſame monument, 

This letter he early bid me give his father, 

dend threatned me with death, going to the vault, 

It 1 Ceparted, not, and left him there. | 
Prince. Give me the letter, I will look on it. 

Where is the County's page that rais'd the watch? 

drrah, what made your maſter in this place? | 
Page. He came with flowers to ſtrew his lady's grave, 

And bid me ſtand aloof, and ſo I did: | 

\\non comes one with light to ope the tomb, 


ot; 
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And 
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And by and by my maſter drew on bim, 
And then I ran away to call the watch. 
Prince. This letter doth make good the Friar's words, 


- Their courſe of lobe, the tidings of het death: 


And here he writes, that he did buy a poiſon 
Of 2 poor *pothecary. and therewithal | 
Came to this vault to die, and lye with Juliet. 
Where be theſe enemies? Capulet “ Mountague ! 
See what a ſcourge is laid upon your hate, 
That heav'n finds means to kill your joys with loye! 
And I, for winking at your diſcords too, 
Have loſt a brace cf kinſmen : all are puniſh'd! 
Cap. O brother Mountague, give me thy hand, 
This is my daughter's jointure ; for no more 
Can I demand. 
Moun. But 1 can give thee more, 
For I will raiſe her Rue in pure gold, 
That while Verona by that name is known, 
There ſhall no figure at that rate be ſet, 
As that of true and faithful Juliet. | 
Cap. As rich ſhall Romeo by his lady lye, 
Poor ſacrifices of our enmity ! | 
Prince. A gloomy peace this morning with it brings, 
The ſun for ſorrow will not ſhew his head; 
Co hence to have more talk of theſe ſad things; 
Some ſhall be pardon'd, and ſome puniſked, 
For never was a ſtory of more woe, 
Than this of Juliet and her Romeo, [E xeuut ome, 
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